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PUBLISHERS’ NOTE 


We are happy to publish Dr. S. Ramakrishnan’s sensitive appre- 
ciation of Bharati in this Centenary Year of the great Poet. Indeed, 
we deem it a unique privilege. 


In Section I, Dr. Ramakrishnan gives a brief biographical 
sketch, which renders due justice to the leading role played by 
Bharati in the national liberation struggle. 


Section II provides a concise, in-depth criticism of Bharati's 
works, and highlights the integration Bharati achieved between his 
Vedantic (neo-Vedantic, if you prefer) outlook and his revolutio- 
nary practice. 


In Section ПІ, Dr. Ramakrishnan gives his own free-verse 
renderings of selected poems of Bharati. They provide authentic 
glimpses of the many-sided ехсеПепсев of Bharati’s muse. Ог. 
Ramakrishnan’s attitude to translation is commendable. While he 
does not tread the ill-starred path of word-for-word translation he 
also avoids the equally dangerous path of utilising the original 
poems as raw material for his own “ transcreations ". He recognizes 
that any attempt is foredoomed to failure that aims at conveying 
the magic and melody of the original by means of reproducing the 
idioms, the rhythms and the syntax in the alien language. At the 
same time, objectivity and accuracy are always kept in view; further- 
more, the poetic power of the original is communicated as far as 
possible. In the upshot, Dr. Ramakrishnan significantly succeeds 
in letting the Poet speak to the non-Tamil readers, with something 
of the freshness. spontaneity and suggestive power of the original 
lyrics. There is only minimal loss of the raciness, which is inevi- 
tably caused by the use of the alien medium. 


Section IV provides a judicious selection of Bharati's own 
effusions in verse and prose. The verses bring home to us the 
facility with which the poet's imagination could function in the 
medium of an alien tongue. 


ій 


https://arcBinewang/detüilE/usttlhuleksbwiacademy 


УУ [Pom m — —— ——— — 


CCQCIA.PaiftichDo ReinaDighigtid day айну Неквікікті dteS east tbe Gemgotri 


In short, Dr. Ramakrishnan has made a signal contribution to 
the understanding of the great Patriot, Poet and Prophet. We are 
grateful to him for having given us the honour of publishing this 
book, which will popularize Bharati on an international scale. It is 
indeed gratifying that the book is being released at the International 
Conference on Indian Ocean as a Zone of Peace convened by the 
All India Peace and Solidarity Organisation with the co-operation 
of the World Peace Council. It is appropriate that the book is 
being released at the special function at which eminent personali- 
ties and men of letters from various countries of thc world 
pay their tribute to Bharati. We are thankful to the organizers 
of the Delhi Conference for honouring us thus. 
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INTRODUCTION 


Marx was right. With little production for the market and 
limited use of money, the self-sustaining economy of the Indian 
villages seemed immortal. АП the previous invaders, whether 
they had won or lost the wars for political conquest, were ulti- 
mately assimilated and absorbed by the traditional society. It was 
the British conquerors, representing a higher level of productive 
forces, that shattered the basis of the Indian economy and created 
the pre-conditions for the modernization of India. For the purpose 
of the optimum exploitation of the Indian market they took certain 
indispensable steps like the building of railways and the setting up 
of a few workshops. All this led to the emergence of a modern 
proletariat, a modern bourgeoisie and a modern middle class. Thus, 
unwittingly, British rulers served as a tool of history. But in 
their own interests they throttled the development of productive 
forces of India. And they found a social basis for themselves by 
creating a feudal system in the countryside. It was in the resultant 
upsurge of the Indian people for ending the stranglehold of imperi- 
alism and its native allies that Subrahmanya Bharati played an out- 
standing role. He was the child and at once architect of this 
historic national democratic revolution. As he himself declared. 
his life was “ dedicated to tireless toil in the cause of patriotism 
and poetry.” 


Bharati was born in 1882, 25 years after the defeat of the 
first war of Indian Independence and three years before the Indian 
National Congress was founded. Не grew up in an atmosphere of 
darkness, despondency and despair: the Congress did not then show 
any promise of the militancy and clarity with which it was later to 
fight massive battles for freedom. But soon the middle classes 
were shaking off their age-old inertia and the vanguard among 
them were becoming assertive, ready to defy death in gay abandon 
in the sacred cause of national liberty. И was as the poetic spokes- 
man and political organizer of this Tilak era that Bharati plunged 
into the fray. 


He matured fast. Deeply rooted in his robust humanism and 
illumined by ‘his uncanny imaginative insight into the future, he 
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transcended the inevitable limitations of his epoch and wrote poems 
instinctively with prophecy. Thus he became the national bard of 
the Tamil people, and his poetry has retained its immense relevance 
not only in the sense that great literature of any age is relevant but 
also in the sense that it is directly playing a paramount part as 
crusader, educator, inspirer and mobilizer of the people in their 
historic task of ensuring the birth of an egalitarian, industrialized 
society. Yes, heisour contemporary. He sings to us in our idiom. 
His songs cause a sea-change in us and make us worthy participants 
in the ongoing social revolution. 


Bharati wrote a poem called *A Chick of Fire": 


I came upon a chick of fire; 

In the hollow of a jungle tree I set it; 
A conflagration there was 

Which consumed the whole jungle. 
Are there in the vigour of fire 
Infancy and maturity? 


Tattarigida tattarigida tittom * 


Many of Bharati's lyrics are chicks of fire. They burn up the 
whole jungle of our vices—our apathy, our fear, our pettiness, our 
casteism, our religious sectarianism, our greed and all that. Thus, 
purged of our ills, we became pure-hearted and fearless and conse- 
quently strong, nay, invincible. 


In short, Bharati’s revolutionary romanticism was rooted in the 
social and political realities of his age; he could recognize what 
was growing and what was doomed. His glorification of the past 
did not become a nostalgic escape from the humiliating present; it 
only sustained his inspiring vision of a bright future. Thus his 
prophetic poetry became (and is still) a rallying cry for the Tamil 
people in their onward march. 


Bharati, it was who single-handedly overcame the centuries- 
old decadence in Tamil literature. The stream of Tamil literature 
that had been for fifteen centuries flowing vigorously, often flooding 
its banks, was later caught up in dull canals, muddy pools and 


Р Р РУ ee 


* There are no words in the last line. It is merely the transliteration 
of the rhythmic sounds of beats, of time-measure. 
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marshy ground. Thanks to Bharati, Tamil literature once more 
became a perennial river in full flow. 


Legend has it that the seer Agastya equipped Tamil with a 
perfect grammar. Well, an equally historic service was rendered 
by Bharati! He infused a new life into Tamil. Hence Rajaji 
referred to Bharati as the reincarnation of Agastya. 
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I. LIFE 
І. EARLY DAYS 


Subrahmanya Bharati was born on December 11, 1882, at 
Ettayapuram in Tirunelveli district. 


Ettayapuram had been in the eighteenth century the head- 
quarters of a tiny principality. In the heart-warming days of heroic 
resistance to British suzerainty put up by the poligars (chieftains) of 
Tirunelveli district under the inspiring, death-defying leadership 
of Veerapandya Kattabomman, the poligar of Ettayapuram played 
а treacherous part. The poligars were defeated, Kattabomman was 
caught and hanged in 1799, and of the 109 villages under his rule 
79 villages were gifted by the British to the satrap of Ettayapuram 
as reward for his betrayal of the national cause. Close on the 
heels of the collapse of the poligars’ resistance, the system of tri- 
butary overlordship they represented was abolished, and Ettaya- 
puram became a Zamin. Nonetheless, the people called him 
maharaja, obeyed his every whim, and endured his exploitation as 
if they had been fated to do 50. It was in this atmosphere of shame- 
ful servility that Subrahmanya—that was Bharati’s proper name— 
spent his early years. 


His father Chinnaswamy Aiyar occupied an honoured position 
in the court of the * Raja °. That was because of his proficiency in 
English as well as in traditional lore. Of course, most of the 
courtiers found pleasure and fulfilment in their parasitic existence 
and competed with one another in flattering the petty ego of the 
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contemptible *ruler". But Chinnaswamy Aiyar was a chip of a 
different block. Not that we have any evidence of incipient opposi- 
tion by him to the system which condemned the nearly 120 thousand 
people of the Zamin to backwardness, illiteracy and grinding poverty. 
That might have been too much to expect in that God-forsaken 
area in the last decades of the nineteenth century. But English 
education had brought Chinnaswamy in touch with modern deve- 
lopments. Mathematics was his first love and he could boast of 
a marked mastery in that subject. More to the point was his 
passion for modern industry which expressed itself in his herculean 
efforts to start a spinning mill, that would make use of the locally 
produced cotton. 


Subrahmanya lost his mother Lakshmi when he was five years 
old. Chinnaswamy married again, and, fortunately for the boy 
and his sister, the step-mother lavished her affection on them. 


Chinnaswamy had no faith in the dictum that all work and no 
play makes Jack a dull boy. He urged his son to ply his lessons 
diligently without rest or relaxation. In his versified autobiography 
the poet laments how when boys of his age spent their time in 
running about, climbing trees, swimming in pools and rivers and 
enjoying themselves in gay abandon he had to sit all alone at his 
desk and pore over his books. 


Chinnaswamy’s ambition was that his son should grow into an 
expert in exact sciences and fulfil his own dreams of industriali- 
zation. But the boy preferred to get lost in the charms of nature or 
be absorbed in the study of great poets and folk songs. It is said 
that when once his father asked him to do a sum, he murmured to 
himself a series of words that would rhyme with the Tamil word for 
sum: it is as if he had said, “ sum, rum, mum, dumb, numb! " The 
effortless ease with which he found rhyme words bore witness to his 
precocity. Not only that; extempore versification was his forte. 
He could have said of himself in the words of Alexander Pope, 


I lisped in numbers, for the numbers came. 


The prodigy came to be honoured even when he was eleven 
years old. It was then that an assembly of scholars tested his 
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talent for impromptu versification. He acquitted himself so marve- 
llously that the assembled scholars, conferred on him the title 
Bharati^ in order to testify that he enjoyed in abundant measure 
the benign grace of the goddess of learning. Their prescience is 
praiseworthy: the poet has by his signal contributions to Tamil 
poetry proved to the hilt his claim to the title so that һе is now 
universally known as Bharati. 


That “ The Child is father of the Man " is also vindicated by 
anecdotes about the schoolboy's ready-witted repartees which give 
us a foretaste of the barbed retorts the future journalist would shoot 
at the Moderates and toadies. One example would suffice. One 
day the Tamil teacher sought to snub him for his indifference to 
class room work by telling him: 

Folks hail you as Bharati and proclaim that you shower 


verses like Kalamegha (a medieval Tamil poet famed for 
his extempore effusions). Why don’t you shower а 


poem now? 
The boy retorted : 


Kalamegha (* black cloud heavy with water ") is at 
nobody's beck and call. lt rains when it pleases. 


Naturally, the whole class, delighted at the word-play, roared with 
laughter amidst thumping of the desks. 


Those were days of child-marriages, especially among Brahmins. 
No wonder that in 1897 at the age of fourteen Bharati was married 
to seven-year-old Sellammal. Sellammal records in her biography 4 
of her husband of how the bridegroom embarrassed her by singing 
He seems to have become the talk of the area 
by his ecstatic enjoyment of the protagonist's role in the four-day 
wedding festivities. Here is seen another aspect of Bharati's 
personality—the deep-rooted, almost pagan sense ofthe fulness 


and fertility of life. 


a lusty song of love. 


* One of the names of the goddess of learning. 
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Next year (1898) the family lost its bread-winner. Chinna- 
swamy, originally a man of moderate competence, had lost all his 
properties in the fruitless venture of running a spinning mill. His 
untimely demise was itself due to the despair that seized him when 
his industrial venture had impoverished him. He must be thus 
ranked among the martyrs to the cause ‘of Swadeshi (indigenous 
enterprise) as well as among its pioneers. Of course, he seldom 
realized—but who did in that period?—that his audacious dreams of 
industrializing and modernizing the country would come true only 
in the wake of a national democratic revolution that would sweep 
away the imperialist rulers and their native allies into the dustbin 
of history. 


With the death of the father, with indigence staring him in the 
face, and with none to rush to his succour, Bharati, his poetic 
autobiography makes it clear, plumbed the dismal depths of despair. 
But then, his father’s sister Kuppammal, who had gone to Varanasi 
along with her husband Krishna Sivan long before Bharati was 
born, invited him to come there and stay with them. It proved a 
veritable godsend. 


At Varanasi, the childless uncle and aunt, who had been leading 
a life of devotion and of dedicated service to the pilgrims from the 


South, lavished all their pent-up familial affection on Bharati. 
He learnt Hindi and Sanskrit! He passed the Matriculation exami- 
nation of the Allahabad University in the first division. 


The stay at Varanasi widened his vision. He was exposed to 
new ideas. A passion for social reform and an impatience with 
time-honoured superstitions characterized his outlook. His urge 
for protest against worn-out, meaningless beliefs found expression 
in his getting rid of the traditional tuft, cutting his hair after the 
English style and flaunting a moustache. His pious uncle was scan- 
dalized by it all. But his admonitions had no effect on the young 
firebrand. Soon, the impassioned, moving recitations of devotional 
songs by Bharati brought home to the aggrieved uncle the depth of 
the nephew’s religious feeling, and thrilled him to the core; the flow 
of soul to soul brought together the uncle and nephew as never 
before. 
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The letter written to Bharati by his wife from her native village 
speaks in alarm of reports of his active participation in patriotic 
politics and of her fear of his exile to the Andamans forlife. The 
reports that reached her ears must have been exaggerated ones, 
but it is clear that already in Varanasi Bharati had taken to politics 
in right earnest. 


At last the time had come for Bharati to return home. He 
reached Ettayapuram in 1902 and was at once employed by the 
* Raja ` on a monthly salary of rupees twenty. Life at the native 
place was distasteful to the vibrantly patriotic youth. Тһе tittle- 
tattle, spiced with witty obscenities, of the courtiers left a bitter 
taste іп his mouth. His whole being revolted against the sycophancy 
which reigned supreme in the court. No wonder that he could not 
put up with it all for more than two years. 


There are several anecdotes about what brought his simmering 
discontent to boil. One of them, narrated by Saktidasan Subrahman- 
yam in his biography of Bharati, may be mentioned. It seems 
that whenever the Zamindar left his mansion to go along the 
streets, two heralds would move ahead of him blowing a kind of 
trumpet horn. On hearing the horn the people should get up from 
their seats and remain standing till the “ Raja " passed them. When 
this happened on one particular day Bharati called it “ proclamation 
of stupidity " and remained glued to his seat on the pial (raised 
platform in front) of a house. Some tale-bearer carried the report 
to the “ Raja”, who, infuriated at what seemed to him the height of 
ingratitude, unceremoniously dismissed him from service. 


There is a tailpiece to this anecdote. Soon after Bharati's 
dismissal, that very night, there was an accidental conflagration in 
a street. Like many others, Bharati, too, rushed to the place 
in order to help put out the fire. When someone asked him 


whether he had been dismissed from service by the * Raja ", 
Bharati coolly replied : 


Yes! In the days of yore, once, in Lanka, Ravan harassed 
a kavi (monkey: Hanuman) and Lanka was burnt to 
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ashes. Here, this maharaja harassed me, a kavi (poet). 
Hence this street caught fire. * 


This nonchalance of Bharati was no thoughtless impetuosity. 
He was now twenty years old. He had studied and observed a good 
deal. The humiliating spectacle of the enslavement of this great 
country with a hoary past roused his righteous indignation. He 
writhed in agony at the sight of the sufferings of the people that 
beggared description. The example of what Mazzini and Garibaldi 
had done for another peninsula (Italy) inspired him with hope that 
India could fight and win. The revolutionary zeal of Shelley and 
Byron, especially of the former, led him to envision a revolution in 
his own motherland. He had even started a Shelleyan Guild at 
Ettayapuram in order to impart to the local youths something of 
the Shelleyan ardour for revolution. How could this fiery patriot 
live the wretched life of flattering a British bootlicker in the sleepy 
hollow of Ettayapuram? No wonder that he frowned upon all 
efforts at reconciliation with the Raja by good-willed mediators 
and left the place for Madurai. 


For three months from August, 1904 Bharati taught Tamil at 
Sethupathi High School in Madurai. It must have been ап exhila- 
rating experience to listen to him in the class-room. It is unfortunate 
that none of the students who had had the privilege of being taught 
by him have left any record. 


All reports suggest that the youthful teacher spent his spare 
time in composing caustic satires directed against prominent people 
in public life who had made a profession of kowtowing to the alien 
jackboots. Regrettably, some elderly teachers of the school, who 
believed in the Falstaffian principle of discretion being the better 


part of valour, prevailed upon Bharati to destroy those youthful 
effusions. 


His love for Tamil notwithstanding, it should have been against 
the grain for the would-be crusader of national freedom to while 


* The loans from Sanskrit kabi (monkey) and kavi (poet), are both 
pronounced kavi in Tamil. 
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away his time in teaching grammar to school boys. The vast 
reservoir of unrest and energy that he was, could not be contained 
within the four walls of a high school class-room. So, when by 
chance, G. Subrahmanya Aiyar, founder and editor of the Tamil 
daily, The Swadesamitran came to Madurai, and one or two 
well-meaning friends introduced Bharati to him, the former offered 
to employ the latter as sub-editor and the latter jumped at the offer. 
In November, 1904, Bharati reached Madras and commenced his 
career of journalism. 


2. LEADER OF THE NATIONAL STRUGGLE 


When Bharati joined the editorial board of The Swadesamitran, 
the first Tamil daily devoted to the nationalist cause, India was on 
the eve of the first great wave of national upsurge for freedom. 


The Indian National Congress, which had come into being in 
1885 through the machinations of the British rulers as an instrument 
for buttressing the alien rule against the rising forces of popular 
unrest, had stuck to the lines laid down by its founders for twenty 
years. Now that era was ending. What had been engineered as a 
safety valve for the escape of gathering anti-British feeling was 
itself now becoming more and more a focus of national feeling, a 
forum for revolutionary opposition to British rule. 


The early Congress leaders looked up to British rule as an 
ally in the gigantic tasks of ridding the country of backwardness and 
ignorance and taking it on the high road of industrialization and 
modernization. Hence, as late as in 1898, Ananda Mohan Bose, 
President of the annual Congress, declared, “Тһе educated classes 
are the friends and not the foes of England—her natural and 
necessary allies in the great work that lies before her ". But this 
touching faith in the benevolence and altruism of the ruling class 
was rudely shattered. All that the Congress could achieve by 
functioning as Her Majesty's loyal opposition was to see its former 
patrons turn more and more hostile. Even those who clung to 
their illusions with a pathetic faith were in for the most bitter dis- 
appointment in the days of Lord Curzon's viceroyalty (1898-1905) 
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Here again the irony in the turn of events is noteworthy. When 
Lord Curzon was appointed viceroy, the moderates were effusive in 
their gratitude to the British Government and lavished encomia on 
the new viceroy. They looked forward to the promotion of the 
prosperity of the people under his benign dispensation. But these 
hopes were soon belied. Lord Curzon's one aim was to destroy 
the Indian National Congress. lt was with this nefarious aim in 
view that he devised a plan for the partition of Bengal, the centre of 
radical nationalism, a plan which was implemented by his successor. 
Even Gopala Krishna Gokhale, the leader of the Moderates, who 
presided over the annual Congress at Varanasi іп 1905, had to 
compare Lord Curzon with Aurangzeb and also declare that 
to him India was a land where the “Englishman was to 
monopolize for all time all power and talk all the while of duty 7. 


The partition of Bengal was recognized by all nationalists for 
what it was—a dastardly, decisive step in the pursuit of the policy 
of divide and rule,a step that aimed at fomenting Hindu-Muslim 
antagonism and decimating the national movement. Naturally, 
it was full-throatedly denounced by the Varanasi Congress. Pro- 
test demonstrations rallied thousands of people everywhere. But 
the British rulers proclaimed that the partition was a settled fact. 
All the petitions and appeals, protests and determined demands for 
the annulment of partition fell ол deaf ears. 


Nonetheless, the Moderates learnt nothing. At all events, 
they could not be shaken out of their resolve to avert a head-on 
clash with the rulers. They planned to keep the Congress on the 
old rut despite the failure of the old policy. 


А new programme was the crying need of the hour. It was 
provided by Bal Gangadhar Tilak, Lajpat Rai, Bepin Chandra Pal 
and Aurobindo Ghose. Tilak had for years been in the forefront 
of the national mainstream but only now the situation had 
matured for hisleadership to gain massive support. Tilak and 
others, who came to be called extremists, had no illusions about 
the foreign rulers. They were out to mobilize and galvanize the 
people for an uncompromising struggle for freedom. 
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Bharati’s work as a journalist enabled him to become well- 
versed with these currents and cross-currents of national life. His 
political understanding was greatly enriched by his daily discussions 
with sterling partiots like Advocate S. Doraiswamy Aiyar, whose 
lucrative practice provided an unfailing pipe-line of financial aid to 
many a political worker in need at Madras, and V. Chakkarai 
Chettiar, who later became an illustrious builder of the AII India 
Trade Union Congress in the South. Very soon, Bharati conse- 
crated himself to the radical course and, though only in his early 
twenties, he attained a position of pre-eminence among the forward- 
| looking patriots ої Таппай. 


Notwithstanding his regard and reverence for Tilak and other 
- radical leaders as well as his affection and admiration for Bharati, 
| Subrahmanya Aiyar would not let Bharati write the fiery articles 


he would like to in the columns of The Swadesamitran. Аіуаг 
was too cautious a patroit to take that risk. But Bharati could not 
rest content with translating news items and writing articles on 
questions of social reform. Не perceived that his historic task 
was to make effective use of the press for educating the Tamil 
people and rallying them for revolutionary struggle. This percep- 
tion was shared by his friends, one of whom, N. Thirumalachari, 
made arrangements to start a new weekly, named Інаїа, with 
Bharati as de facto editor. 


India saw the light of day in May, 1906. It declared as its 
4 mottos the three slogans of the French Revolution, Liberty, Equality 
| and Fraternity. It blazed a new trail іп Tamil journalism. Bharati's 
| pungent polemics, suffused with delicate humour as well as caustic 
] satire, enabled the weekly to build, in a brief while, a circulation 
of 4,000 copies, an achievement in those days. In order to proclaim 
its revolutionary ardour Bharati had the weekly printed on red 
paper. Jndia was also the first paper іп Tamilnad to publish politi- 

cal cartoons. 


| 

| 

| 

| 

| Bharati was far ahead of his contemporaries in realizing that 
| the Indian movement for freedom was a part of the world struggle 
| against imperialism. Naturally, he seems to have been immensely 
| inspired by the Russian Revolution of 1905. This becomes clear 
| when we read his five comments on Russia іп 1906 іп India. ln the 
| 

| 


https://arcBinewang/detüilE/ustthhuleksbwiacademy 


о „ычча 


ІІ 
CCQCIA.PaiftichDo DeinaDigiigtid Єву уакізуйніневкіні dteS east reba Gemgotri 


16 BHARATI: PATRIOT, POET, PROPHET 


article in the issue of June 30, 1906, he hails the symptoms of the 
continuing upsurge in Czarist Russia. On 28th July, he wrote that 
the Czar-hyena and his wolfish ministers would not for long be 
able to treat the people as sheep and oppress them. On 1-9-1 906 he 
rejoiced that “ the Czar's throne had at last begun to shake” and 
invoked * God's grace on the noble efforts of our Russian comrades ”. 
It was this sturdy internationalism which later enabled the poet to 
promptly hail the Socialist Revolution of 1917 as the dawn of a 
new era in human history. 


So it is not surprising that as early as 1906 Bharati recognized 
the historic significance of the working class struggles and supported 
the trade union movement, then in its infancy. In his articles in 
1906 on the strike of the workers of the British-owned East India 
Railway and on the Postmen's strike in Bombay, he welcomed and 
praised the unity and militancy of the striking workers. He appea- 
led to the workers of other railways that on no account they should 
let themselves be used as strike-breakers. Remarkable is his 
insight into the nature of capitalist exploitation which forces the 
workers to unite and fight. 


Bharati consistently exposed the futility of the policy of sub- 
mitting petitions and prayers to the British rulers. He urged the 
nationalists to blow the conch of militant struggle at the Calcutta 
Congress to be held in December, 1906. 


In as much as the Calcutta Congress was to sound the tocsin^ 
affirming the urgency of mass struggle, Bipin Chandra Pal and 
others wanted Tilak to preside over the Calcutta Congress. But 
the Moderates, who were, to use Bharati's phrase, “ the stage 
managers " of the Congress hated the very idea. At last 
they decided to invite the eighty-one-year-old Dadabhai Маогой, 
revered as the Grand Old Man of India, to preside over the Calcutta 
Congress. Evidently they nursed the fond hope that Naoroji 
would prove to be their spokesman. But the Radicals were sure 
that Naoroji would be with them and supported his candidature. 
Bharati ridiculed the Moderates in India for regarding Naoroji as 
a timid politician like them. 
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[Courtesy: Bharati Darsan, Vol. І, N. C. B. H. 


This cartoon appeared in India on 8th September, 1906, with the note that 
England sucks away from India Rupees 430 Million as tribute every year. 
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[Courtesy: Bharati Darsan, Vol. II, М. С. B. Н. 

This Cartoon appeared in India on May 25, 1907. 

The ships purchased by the Swadeshi Steam Navigation Company 
arrive at Tuticorin with National Flag flying. On the flags are inscribed 
“Vande Mataram” in Nagari characters. The Indian people welcome 
the ships with great joy and reverence. 
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Bharati was the leader of the Tamilnad Radical delegates who 

attended the Calcutta Congress. The Radicals carried the day at 

Calcutta. Маогојі himself sponsored the new programme. It 

| made it clear that the Congress would work for Swaraj or self- 

T government. The Congress called upon the people to boycott the 

| British goods, support Swadeshi (indigenous industries) and work 

| for National Education. Swaraj, Boycott, Swadeshi and National 

: Education became the four essential points of the new creed of the 
Congress. 


Bharati took advantage of his visit to Calcutta to call on 
Sister Nivedita. An Irish lady originally known as Margaret 
Noble, she had undergone a sea-change on listening to Swami 
Vivekananda's expositions of Indian thought in England. She had 
followed him to India, and became his disciple. Named Nivedita 
by the Swami, the ascetic lady had been pioneering women's edu- 
cation in Bengal. 


~~ 


| Bharati was inspired by Sister Nivedita's powerful plea for 
educating women and enabling them to play their due role in 

public life and for forgetting all caste distinctions and loving all 

men as fellow men of equal status. Нег message reinforced in him 

his deep-held convictions about social equality. More than that, 

the interview with the saintly lady was such a transforming experi- | 
| ence for the twenty-five year-old youth that he looked up to her as 

his guru (spiritual preceptor) till the end of his life. When he 
published his first anthology of patriotic poems in 1908 he dedicated 

it to Sister Nivedita. 


Just as Lord Krishna revealed His Universal Form to 
Arjun and elucidated the nature of the soul, my guru 
revealed to me Bharat Devi's full form and taught me 
devotion to the motherland. I place this small book as 
my humble offering at the feet of my guru. 


| In this dedication he did not mention the name of his teacher. Виш 
in the dedication of the next volume of national songs published in 
1909 he took the readers into confidence as to the identity of his 
teacher: . 

I dedicate this book to Sister Nivedita, the spiritual 

daughter of Swami Vivekananda, and my exalted guru (a 
| gem among teachers) who, in less than half an hour, 
| B—3 


і 
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brought home to me without the aid of words the nature 
of the true service to the motherland and the greatness 
of renunciation. 


In his poetic homage to her, Bharati says : 


Oblation to Grace, Fane of Love, 

Sun that dissipates the darkness of my mind, 

Friend in need to my land like timely rains to crops, 
Wisdom to the indigent groping in the dark, 

Fire that burns the coil of vile slavery, 

Mother Nivedita, I worship thee. 


On return from Calcutta, Bharati’s political campaign in India 
reached new heights. Not only that, he took the initiative to bring 
Bipin Chandra Pal to Madras on behalf of Bala Bharat, an organi- 
sation of young radicals led by him. Tens of thousands of people 
attended the meetings addressed by Pal at Madras beach on five 
consecutive days. Itshowed what a master craftsman Bharati was 
in the art of mass mobilization. And Pal’s orations were so power- 
ful that even those who came to scoff remained to applaud him. 
Pals visit to Madras convincingly demonstrated to the entire 
country that the Tamil people had shaken offthe hold of the Mode- 
rates and begun to march in the vanguard of freedom fighters. This 
transformation of the political scene was in so small measure due 
to the part played by Bharati and his comrades. 


In the next phase of the political struggle Bharati had the 
invaluable assistance of V. O. Chidambaram Pillai (V.O.C.) of 
Tuticorin. V.O.C. tells us in his book The Bharati I Knew that 
they met for the first time at Madras at the beginning of 1906. 
They took to each other at once. У.О.С. had already rendered 
yeoman's service for the Swadeshi movement at Tuticorin. He 
had been an ardent admirer of Tilak since 1893. Now the еп- 
lightening conversations with Bharati made him a dedicated radical. 
Such was V.O.C.s respect for Bharati that he addressed him as his 
uncle though Bharati was ten years younger. The collaboration 
between the * uncle’ and the * nephew" proved very fruitful. 


The most significant event that occurred in Tamilnad in 1906 was 
the birth of the Swadeshi Steam Navigation Company. It was 
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registered at Tuticorin in October. V.O.C. was its organizer. 
Bharati ran a campaign in India in support of this patriotic venture. 
Shares were sold in the North as well as in South India. When at 
last the ships purchased by V.O.C. reached Tuticorin, flying the 
national banner with “ Vande Mataram " written on it in Nagari 
characters, the people of Tuticorin went mad with joy. Bharati’s 
India celebrated the event with a picture of the ships flying the 
national flag being greeted by the joyous people. 


The British Shipping Company which had been enjoying a 
monopoly in the sea-borne trade and traffic with Ceylon did not 
take this patriotic offensive lying down. It left no stone unturned 
in breaking the back of the nationalist enterprise. The bureaucracy 
was ready to use all foul means in support of the British exploiters. 
Taking advantage of the immense resources at its command, the 
English Company launched an unholy “ rate-war ". It slashed 
down rates and fares to ridiculously low levels in order to entice 
the customers. It knew that the Indian Company with its slender 
resources would go under in this cut-throat competition. Once it 
regained its monopoly, it could raise the rates as it pleased and not 
only make good the losses incurred in the “ гаїе-маг" but also 
make super profits. In the end this nefarious game bore fruit. 


In the meanwhile, preparations were being made for the next 
annual session of the Congress. It was to take place at Nagpur, but 
the Moderates managed to change the venue to Surat, their strong- 
hold. Again, they did not want Lala Lajpat Rai to preside over 
the Congress. Lajpat Rai, who had been deported to Burma 
without trial and kept there for six months, had come back to 
receive a hero’s welcome from his countrymen. But the Moderates 
would not incur the displeasure of the powers-that-be by electing 
him President. They were bent upon having Rash Behari Ghose, 
one of their ilk, as President. 


Incensed to fury by the manipulations of the Moderates, the 
radicals mobilized all their forces for beating back this offensive at 
the Surat Congress. As usual, Bharati was in the forefront of the 
Campaign in Tamilnad. A hundred Radicals went from Tamilnad 
as delegates to the Congress, held in December, 1907. V.O.C. and 
Thirumalachari met the expenses of the delegates. 
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Inthe interests of the Congress unity, Tilak was willing to 
accept the nomination of Rash Behari Ghose, provided the Mode- 
rates would pledge that they would stand by the Calcutta Congress 
programme. But Gokhale and others refused to give that under- 
taking. It was thus evident that they were out to scuttle the pro- 
gramme of Swaraj, Boycott and Swadeshi proclaimed at the previ- 
ous Congress and that they cared two hoots for the unity of the 
organization. No wonder that they refused to permit Tilak to ex- 
ercise his right to oppose the candidature of Rash Behari Ghose 
and created a pandemonium. Tilak’s life was in danger. But the 
radical youths promptly rushed to the dais, surrounded him, and 
unmindful of the beatings they were subjected to, saved him from 
the rowdies and policemen. And the session ended before it com- 
menced! 


The split in the Congress proved a boon to the Government. 
It took advantage of the split and unleashed a brutal repression 
against the radicals. Indeed, Bepin Chandra Pal had already been 
sentenced to six months’ imprisonment for the ‘ crime ’ of uphold- 
ing the press ethics and refusing to reveal the name of the author 
of an article that appeared in his Bande Mataram. 


The Radicals decided to celebrate March 8, the day of Pal’s 
release, as Swaraj Day on a nation-wide scale. Thanks to Bharati’s 
efforts, processions from various parts of Madras City converged at 
Triplicane and marched to the beach singing patriotic songs. Bharati 
led the procession and made a rousing speech at the beach rally. | 


But in Tirunelveli the bureaucracy bared its fangs, 
V. O. Chidambaram Pillai, Subrahmanya Siva, a fiery orator who 
had roused the people of the district to heights of patriotic fervour, 
and Padmanabha Iyengar were arrested on March 12 and taken to 
jail. It was а bolt from the blue for the people. They rose up 
spontaneously in defence of their leader’s right to liberty. 
Tirunelveli observed a hartal on March 13. The infuriated masses 
raided the municipal office, made a bonfire of the records there, ала 
destroyed the police station. The police opened fire, killing 
four people. The revolt continued for three days and spread to 
other areas including Tuticorin. 


A few days later Bharati came to Tirunelveli. He interviewed 
У.О.С. in prison. Writing of this in India Bharati pointed out that 
V.O.C. remained as cheerful in jail as he was outside. Just as 
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In the interests of the Congress unity, Tilak was willing to 
accept the nomination of Rash Behari Ghose, provided the Моде- 
rates would pledge that they would stand by the Calcutta Congress 
programme. But Gokhale and others refused to give that under- 
taking. It was thus evident that they were out to scuttle the pro- 
gramme of Swaraj, Boycott and Swadeshi proclaimed at the previ- 
ous Congress and that they cared two hoots for the unity of the 
organization. No wonder that they refused to permit Tilak to ех- 
ercise his right to oppose the candidature of Rash Behari Ghose 
and created a pandemonium. Tilak’s life was in danger. But the 
radical youths promptly rushed to the dais, surrounded him, and 
unmindful of the beatings they were subjected to, saved him from 
the rowdies and policemen. And the session ended before it com- 
menced! 


The split in the Congress proved a boon to the Government. 
It took advantage of the split and unleashed a brutal repression 
against the radicals. Indeed, Bepin Chandra Pal had already been 
sentenced to six months’ imprisonment for the ‘ crime ' of uphold- 
ing the press ethics and refusing to reveal the name of the author 
of an article that appeared in his Bande Mataram. 


The Radicals decided to celebrate March 8, the day of Pal’s 
release, as Swaraj Day on a nation-wide scale. Thanks to Bharati’s 
efforts, processions from various parts of Madras City converged at 
Triplicane and marched to the beach singing patriotic songs. Bharati 
led the procession and made a rousing speech at the beach rally. | 


But in  Tirunelveli the  bureaucracy Багей its fangs, 
V. O. Chidambaram Pillai, Subrahmanya Siva, a fiery orator who 
had roused the people of the districtto heights оҒ patriotic fervour, 
and Padmanabha Iyengar were arrested оп March 12 and taken to 
jail. It was а bolt from the blue for the people. They rose up 
spontaneously in defence of their leader's right to liberty. 
Tirunelveli observed a hartal on March 13. The infuriated masses 
raided the municipal office, made a bonfire of the records there, and 
destroyed the police station. The police opened fire, killing 
four people. The revolt continued for three days and spread to 
other areas including Tuticorin. 


А few days later Bharati came to Tirunelveli. Не interviewed 
V.O.C. in prison. Writing of this in Jndia Bharati pointed out that 
V.O.C. remained as cheerful in jail as he was outside. Just as 
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popular praise never made him proud, adversity had not broken 
his heart. У.О.С. maintained his equanimity even when he was sen- 
tenced for sedition by the District Sessions Judge of Tirunelveli to 
two terms of transportation for life, that is, in the words of Bharati, 
"as the people accustomed to the Indian transmigration theory 
jokingly said, ‘for two lives’; consecutively, the judge was kind 
enough to emphasise ". V.O.C. remained unperturbed and defiantly 
patriotic even when he was subjected to indignities and made to 
slave at the oil-press in the prison. What Bharati rightly called 
the * barbarous and shockingly meaningless double-life punish- 
ment" was eventually reduced by the Madras High Court to five 
years’ rigorous imprisonment. V.O.C. remained in prison til] 
December, 1912. 


Tilak himself was arrested in 1908, tried on a charge of sedition 
and sentenced to six years’ rigorous imprisonment. Не was kept in 
prison in Mandalay until 1914. The arrest of Tilak led to a political 
general strike by the Bombay textile workers. Lenin hailed it as an 
index of the growing political maturity of the Indian working class. 


Of course /ndia could not remain immune against repression. 
The police raided its office in August, 1908 and conducted a thorough 
search. Тһе declared editor Srinivasan was arrested and prose- 
cuted for publication of * seditious’ articles іп India. (He was later 
sentenced to five years’ imprisonment.) Bharati received advance 
information that he would soon be arrested and a false case would be 
foisted on him, so that he might be sent to prison. Bharati'S 
friends did not want him to be immobilized by imprisonment. 
V. O. Chidambaram Pillai and Subrahmanya Siva sent a message 
from prison urging him to escape arrest and remain free to work for 
the national cause. 


At last Bharati was persuaded to escape 10 Pondicherry, then 
under French rule, so that he might continue to run the weekly 
India from there and guide the movement. 


3. AN EXILE AT PONDICHERRY 


Bharati reached Pondicherry in September, 1908. In that 
strange place, with no friends or even acquaintances to fall back 
upon, the poet must have felt like a fish out of water. But soon he 
made friends with the local people and it was not long before he 
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became a celebrity loved and admired by the common people as 
well as by the middle classes. 


Bharati had not come to Pondicherry for a holiday. He had 
no time to rest or relax. He was bent upon running his political 
weekly from Pondicherry, for he was keenly aware of the supreme 
significance of his paper as agitator, educator and organizer of the 
people. 


Within a month of Bharati’s arrival at Pondicherry, the India 
press was secretly transported from Madras to Pondicherry, so that, 
after an interruption of three weeks, India resumed publication on 
October 20. The sales of the weekly picked up fast. 


The British rulers naturally got panicky. They arbitrarily 
confiscated the copies that came by post and in railway parcels to 
Tamilnad. The readers of India were subjected to cruel intimidation. 
But these repressive measures notwithstanding, Jndia managed to 
reach the hands of patriots in all Tamil districts. Copies were 


circulated among avid readers so that each copy was read by 2 
number of people. 


The police became desperate. Using the postal authorities as 
a willing tool, they saw to it that remittances of money by Іпаїа 
agents and subscriptions and by other friends to Bharati and his 


associates did not reach them. The aim was to starve the paper to 
death. 


Bharati and his friends doggedly fought on to keep the flame of 
India alive. But the heroic effort could not succeed for long. The 
authorities banned the entry of the paper into British India, where 
lived most of the buyers ; the engine of repression was set in motion 
in full steam in order to prevent smuggling of the paper into British 
India. So, after nearly seventeen months of its career at Pondi- 
cherry, Jndia had to close down. Its last issue came out on March 


12, 1910. The newly-started daily Vijaya, which Bharati edited, 
had to share the same fate. 


As if to compensate for the heart-ache caused by the closure of 
the papers, 1910 brought Bharati the good fortune of the companion- 
ship of two great souls, Sri Aurobindo and V. У. S. Aiyar. Sri 
Aurobindo's speeches and his writings іп Bande Mataram had 
inspired the Bengali middle classes with the fiery fervour of patrio- 
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tism and rallied them for death-defying struggle against British 
rule. He was later imprisoned in Alipore jail as an accused in the 
Manicktola Bomb case. C. R. Das smashed the case to smithereens, 
and Aurobindo was acquitted. Мом he had left British India for 
good and come to settle down at Pondicherry. V. V. S. Aiyar had 
in London turned into a revolutionary for whom the achievement 
of Indian Independence became the be-all and the end-all of life. 
[t was after a series of hair-breadth escapes that V. V. S. Aiyar 
completed his veritable Odyssey and reached Pondicherry, via 
Paris. Rome, Constantinople, Cairo, Bombay and Colombo. 


It is difficult to find another trinity of kindred spirits communing 
daily like Sri Aurobindo, V. V. S. Aiyar and Bharati. As Professor 
Mahadevan remarks in his Bharathi - A Memoir, 


Sri Aurobindo came with a reputation for fiery patrio- 
tism, polyglot scholarship and an intellect which was 
both massive and subtle. У. V. S. Aiyar was as great 
a scholar as Aurobindo, but in the slightly circum- 
scribed field of three literatures as against Aurobindo’s six 
or seven ranging from ancient Greece to the modern langu- 
ages of Europe, Bharati stood midway between them— 
with an equally facile gift of tongues and poetic sensibi- 
lities of universal validity and appeal Eye-witnesses 
of their almost daily meetings have left hyperbolic but 
vague accounts of their scintillating conversations as 
veritable * feasts of reason and flow of soul’. But un- 
happily there was no percipient Boswell by to record 
them on the spot and reproduce them later for the 
benefit of posterity. 


But while Sri Aurobindo had bidden good-bye to the rough and 
tumble of politics, Bharati and Aiyar unswervingly devoted them- 
selves to the day-to-day political tasks, undeterred by the reaction 
that had set in on the national scene. Theirs was the burning 
conviction expressed in the immortal words of Shelley, “ If Winter 
comes, can Spring be far behind? ” 


It was the inspiration provided by Aiyar that led to Vanchi- 
natha Aiyar’s supreme self-sacrifice; the young man assassinated 
the British Collector Ashe (whose thirst for patriots’ blood was 
seen in his role in suppressing the Tirunelveli demonstrations of 
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1908 and who had also gained notoriety as the persecutor of V.O 
Chidambaram Pillai), at Maniyachi railway station and shot him- 
self dead. 


Of course the Ashe murder did not mean the Bharati or even 
Aiyar pinned their faith in individual terrorism. They were not 
that gullible or that impetuous. They were experienced and mature 
enough to realize that the assassination of a few officials would not 
automatically usher in political freedom. Aiyar approved and 
perhaps Bharati condoned the assassination of Ashe in view of the 
unrestrained sadism he was guilty of. But they were clear in their 
minds that only an uprising of the masses would succeed in wresting 
freedom from the alien rulers. That was why Ashe murder was 
the only instance of individual terrorism in Tamilnad. 


The British rulers sought to make capital out of the murder of 
Ashe. They issued warrants for the arrest of Bharati and V. V. S. 
Aiyar. А reward of a thousand rupees was offered for the capture 
of either of them. 


Taking advantage of the Anglo-French co-operation against 
Germany, the British Government secured the French consent to 
maintain a police force at Pondicherry so that Bharati and other 
exiles could be plagued and persecuted and driven out of Pondi- 
cherry into British India. There was even a serious proposal for 
the exchange of French territories in India for some British-held 
territories elsewhere, so that the exiles could be incarcerated and the 
centre of patriotic resistance crushed. 


The British Indian police at Pondicherry warned the local 
citizens against living on friendly terms with the exiles and threa- 
tened them that dire consequences would follow if they did not heed 
the warning. And in order to prove that they were in earnest they 
even arrested some Pondicherry citizens on their entering the British 
Indian territory. 


Later on, the British Indian police sought to employ goondas 
and carry away the exiles by force to the British territory. Once 
they even hired goondas for looting Bharati’s house in his absence at 
midnight. Then in April, 1912 police spies accused the exiles of a 
criminal conspiracy to murder all Europeans (of course, including 
the French). But the investigation by the French magistrates 
proved to the hilt that the whole thing was a clumsy conspiracy 
engineered by the British police. 
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In his Chitra Bharathi R. A. Padmanabhan records another 
episode. The zamindar of Ettayapuram sent Bharati's maternal 
grandparents to Pondicherry in order to persuade the poet to return 
to his native place. Bharati understood at once that the zamindar 
was only playing the British game of drawing him out of his sanc- 
tuary. He told his gullible grandparents that the zamindar's family 
which had betrayed Kattabomman was again at the same treacherous 
game. He asked them to convey his warning to the zamindar. 


1912 was a very important year in the life of Bharati. It was 
in that year that he translated the Gita in Tamil and wrote a long 
lucid, and insightful introduction to it. In the same year his three 
major works—Panchali’s vow, The Song of the Kuyil and the 
Kannan Songs—were written. 


When the First World War broke out in 1914, Tilak himself 
pleaded that India should support the Allies against 
Germany. Bharati supported Tilak’s plea on the ground that 
Britain would live up to the promise of guaranteeing the freedom of 
nations. In July, 1915 he wrote: 


England, we are pleased to find, is full of genuine grati- 
tude for all that we are doing for her at present, though 
some of her agents here persist in clinging to the old 
follies and superstitions. But these men do not count 
for much; England will never forget India’s generosity 
and magnanimity. She will not disappoint the civilized 
world by denying her present ideals when the war shall 
be over. 


It is clear that Bharati saw in the tactic of supporting the Allied 
war effort a short-cut to freedom. It is noteworthy that Gandhiji 
too supported the Allied war effort on the same basis. Thus he 
declared in his speech at his trial in 1922: 


In all these efforts at service 1 was actuated by the belief 
that it was possible by such services to gain a status of 
full equality for my countrymen. 


Of course all these rosy hopes were rudely shattered by the callous 
betrayal, at the end of the war, of the wartime pledges by the British 
rulers. 
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4. LAST DAYS 


A new chapter opened in the life of Bharati with the end of the 
World War in November, 1918. In December, 1918 Bharati left 
Pondicherry, where he had lived as an exile for more than ten years, 
and returned to British India. He was arrested near Cuddalore 
and kept in prison for nearly a month. After release he visited a 
number of places and kept himself busy addressing mass meetings 
and reciting his poems in his stentorian voice before huge audiences. 


The world situation had changed radically in the wake of the 
Russian Revolution of 1917. India was no exception to the universal 
phenomenon. The promise of paltry reforms by the British rulers 
had only incensed the patriotic masses to fury against them. And 
the Rowlatt Acts, which provided for repressive rule including 
detention without trial and were enacted in March, 1919, exposed 
“the iron hand of imperialism beneath the velvet glove of 
reform "—as Rajni Palme Dutt would put it. Mahatma’s call 
for a hartal on April 6 proved a resounding success. The 
Amritsar massacre aroused widespread indignation. 


Bharati who had hailed the Russian Revolution and the rise 
of the Soviet Power as the dawn of the Golden Age, perceived the 
growing strength of revolutionary unrest in India. Inspired by the 
heroic role played by Gandhiji in South Africa, the poet was sure 
that he (Gandhiji) would lead the struggle for freedom to success. 


It was in 1919 that Bharati met Gandhiji at Madras. Bharati 
was then holding frequent meetings at Madras beach and rallying 
thousands of people to the national cause by means of his spell- 
binding orations and recitations of his poems. lt was to invite 
Gandhiji to preside over one such meeting that he went to him. 
Gandhiji was not free that evening and so he had to regret his 
inability to accede to Bharati's request. It was then that Bharati 
gave his blessings to Gandhiji’s non-co-operation movement. 


Not only that, Bharati wrote a poem of five stanzas wherein 
he paid his rich tribute to the Mahatma : 


Bharat Land — 
Rendered desolate, 


Condemned to grinding penury and abject servility, 
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Sunk into dismal depths of degeneracy 
More than any other nation in the world — 
You've come to redeem and rejuvenate; 
My Lord! Mahatma! 

May you live for ever! 


Bharati had been a regular contributor of non-political articles 
to The Swadesamitran since 1915. In November, 1920 he joined 
its staff as sub-editor. The struggle for freedom was gathering 
momentum and the poet sang his best song “ Long live the Indian 
Commonwealth " in 1920, which calls for a new society that would 
hold all property in common. 


Alas, it proved to be his last will and testament. In July, 
1921 the temple elephant he used to feed, unexpectedly seized him by 
its trunk and threw him in the air. Though an ardent disciple of 
Bharati, Kuvalaikkannan, came running to the spot, carried the 
unconscious poet to safety, and ensured prompt medical attention, 
Bharati, whose health had been shattered by conditions of poverty 
and continuous toil, could not completely recover from the ill- 
effects of the accident. In September he had an attack of dysentery 
which proved fatal. 


On September 11, 1921 Bharati passed away. He was then 
only thirty-nine. 
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H. WRITINGS 


It is well known that Tamil is the oldest language of the Dravi- 
dian family and that its extant literature goes back to the first 
century B.C. The love lyrics of the earliest stratum, known as 
Sangam literature, have been hailed by Jean Filliosat and others 
as not being a whit inferior to the choicest jewels of old Greek lyrics. 
The next age, famous for its rich crop of didactic literature, saw the 
birth of Thirukkural (“Тһе Sacred Couplets 7), the first two parts of 
which are wisdom literature par excellence while its Part ІП deals 
in a romantic vein, with the theme of love in a succession of dramatic 
situations. Close on the heels of Thirukkural, the national epic of 
the Tamil people, Silappadigaram (* The Lay of the Anklet 7) by 
Ilango saw the light of day. Тһе Tamil muse scaled new heights in 
the ecstatic outpourings of the egalitarian saints, Saiva and Vaish- 
nava. Then came the greatest Tamil poet, Kamban (9th century 
A.D.) in whose hands Tamil became a fit medium for powerful 
expression in a massive epic. He was followed by poets of no 
mean stature such as the authors of narrative poems like Jeevaka 
Chintamani, Chulamani, and Periya Puranam (“the great Purana "— 
a hagiologic poem on the lives of the Saiva saints). In short, it 
had been, by and large, a record of continuous progress for fifteen 
centuries of which any nation can be legitimately proud. But then 
came the age of decadence, perhaps because of the shattering blows 
delivered at the traditional society by the upstart regime of a kind 
of feudalism. 


For nearly three centuries before the dawn of the modern era 
the Tamil muse had been virtually unproductive. Versifiers there 
were many, who pleased their patrons, the parasitic chiefs of petty 
principalities, by composing erotic verses, which often degenerated 
into obscenity. Tortuous torture of words, pompous display 
of obscure diction, indiscriminate use of Sanskrit words that had a 
grandiloquent effect, and intoxication with assonance and alliter- 
ation were some of the widespread evils of the period. There 
were occasional gleams amidst this enveloping darkness : some of 
the mystical verses of Thayumanavar and the dramatic poems 
Kutrralak Kuravanji and Mukkudar Pallu, based wholly or partly 
on folk metres, may be cited, as instances. 
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The nineteenth century saw the first stirrings of a new life. The 
printing press proved a godsend. Classical works were edited and 
printed. If Krishna Pillai followed in the footsteps of Kamban 
in his version of Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s Progress, Saint Ramalinga 
disseminated his gospel of reverences for all forms of life, and 
Gopalakrishna Bharathi wrote his ‘opera’ on Nandan, the outcast 
who became a Saint, in simple, soul-stirring songs. The century 
also saw the birth of the novel as a literary genre, as well 
as of journalism. But it was only in the twentieth century 
that the Tamil Renaissance assumed the dimensions of a recogni- 
zable movement. In that creative upsurge the role of Subrahmanya 
Bharati was decisive. No wonder that this period had come to be 
called the Bharati Epoch. 


In the short span of thirty-nine years given to him, Bharati 
wrought the miracle of rejuvenating Tamil literature, rousing the 
Tamil people from age-long stupor and inspiring and leading them in 
the national rebirth. He freed Tamil from the stranglehold of 
pedantic pundits and brought it to the market place. His diction 
is simple and easy; he brought written Tamil closer to every day 
speech. His verses conform to Milton’s ideal, “simple, sensuous, 
and passionate.” His popular metres, many of them based on 
folk-songs, are married to melodious music. They not only became 
the war-songs of a people on the march but continue to galvanize 
and rally them in the epic endeavour for building the edifice of a 
united, socialist India. His ever-increasing vogue among the 
common people, old and young, attests to his supreme relevance to- 
day. 


1. ON NATIONAL FREEDOM 


Bharati’s heart ached to see the people passively enduring the 
humiliation of alien rule. They were a prey to superstitious fears 
of non-existent phantoms as well as to an all-pervasive, strangling 
fear of the army, the police, the bureaucracy and all that. Without 
taking refuge in the glory of the past, without giving room to false 
prestige or smug self-satisfaction, he diagnosed and laid bare the 
malady the people were afflicted with : 


Heart-rending is this — 
The plight of my folks. 
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All fear for all things, 
Prey to perpetual fright, 
Perish they be inches, 
Goblins they speak of, 
Trembling from top to toe. 


Devils they see haunting 
Trees, ponds and homes; 

Their blood frozen 

By these frenzied fancies, 

They plumb the depths of grief. 


He goes on : 


Kings govern their subjects 

With taxes paid by them. 

But they fear the government 
As if it were a terrible devil. 


What is the upshot? 


А soldier's approach fills them with alarm; 
Even the village watchman appals them ў 
Beholding at a distance 

One with a gun 

They sneak into their homes. 

Awed by the clothes of a passer-by 

They stand up and salute him. 

Hands folded in homage, 

They move scared like cats. 


Is that all? 


B—4 


Heart-rending is this — 


The plight of my folks. 
Umpteen divisions 


Tear them asunder. 
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Not only that : 


In short, 


Егеп gruel to appease hunger 
They are denied; 

But they know not 

Why it is so. 

“ Famine! Famine! " 

They cry in despair 

And perish in large numbers. 


In this holy land 
Where throve in glory 
All arts and sciences 
They spend their days 
Like senseless beasts. 


This relentless exposure of the pathetic plight of the people in 
the grip of fear had the desired effect of putting them to shame and 


rousing them from their lethargic acquiescence. 


What Jawaharlal 


Nehru says of the effect of Mahatma’s method would be an appro- 
priate description of the alchemy wrought by Bharati more than a 


decade before Gandhiji appeared on the scene. 


Nehru wrote : 


It was a psychological change, almost as if some expert in 
psycho-analytical methods had probed deep into the 
patient’s past, found out the origins of his complexes, 
exposed them to his view, and thus rid him of that burden. 


“ Banish fear from the mind! Ве not afraid, whatever may happen! 
Stand up and fight "---- that was Bharati's clarion-call: 


Again і 


No fears! No fears! No fears at all! 
Even if the heavens fall over our heads, 
No fears! No fears! No fears at all! 


The cosmos may crumble, 
But we won’t be cowed; 
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The ocean may rise in rage 
And flood the land, 
But we won't wince. 


For the Indian people to wage a fearless fight for freedom, 
they must be imbued with patriotism. Hence love of and pride 
in the motherland is the keynote of Bharati's poetry. In “ Our 
India " he sings ecstatically : 


Himavant is our mountain 
Peerless on earth; 

Ganga is our torrent 

Matchless in her beauty; 

The occult Upanishads are ours, 
No scriptures to equal them. 
Praise we Bharat, shining like gold, 
Our own land, unique. 


Indeed, patriotism is for him a veritable religion. In Mother 
India, the intrepid daughter of Himachal, he finds a manifestation 
of Parashakti (Godhead Siva’s supreme energy). Even sages and 
seers who peer into the bygone past, says Bharati in ^ Our Mother ”, 
cannot assess her age, but she remains ever young : 


When was our Mother born — 
Who can hazard a guess? 

Not even the learned that discern 
What happened in the days of yore. 
Though our Mother's age 


No one can compute, 
Alone on earth does she shine 
For ever in virgin bloom. 


Her bow it was that slew the Asuras of Lanka (in the Rama-Ravana 
War). The Atlantean shoulder that bore the gandiva (Arjun’s bow) 
was hers. Her hand it was that wrote the Vedas which affirm that 
Godhead is one, we are its offspring and life on earth is perennial 
joy. The Gita was the outpouring of her speech. Kalidasa’, 
Sakuntalam was an effusion of her grace. Buddha’s gospel of 
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love as the cure-all for the ills of the world was her message. Karna's 
selfless generosity, the son of Sakuntala’s (Bharata’s) daring, Bhi- 
shma’s renunciation—all these and many more are her laudable 
traits. Thus by celebrating the deeds of derring-do and achieve- 
ments of our mythical and historical figures as well as the spiritual 
odysseys of our saints and sages as those of Mother India, Bharati 
enlists mythology and history in the service of nationalism. 


Of course, Mother India does not exist apart from the people. 
She animates her children; she is identical with them. Hence the 
poet declares in “ Our Mother”: 


Three hundred million 

Her faces are; * 

But all, all of them 

Throb with one vibrant life. 
Eighteen are the languages 
That she speaks; 

But animating them all 

15 only one thought. 


She is merciful to her votaries and more patient than earth. But 


If vile wretches there are 
That seek to subdue her 
She routs them all 

And reduces them to pulp. 


Benefactor of good rulers, she is the destroyer of the evil ones; 


Rulers reputed for 

Justice seasoned with mercy 

She blesses with boons in plenty; 

Others she devours and dances in delight. 


The call for a full-fledged revolution against tyranny is un- 
mistakable in these lines. 


* The undivided Indian population was then Three-hundred million. 
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In а song modelled on the traditional aubades sung for waking 
up the deity in a temple at sunrise, Bharati appeals to Mother 
India to wake up, i.e., to come into the consciousness of her people: 


L We behold the sky bathed in sunlight; 
We long to see thy eyes floodlight the earth. 
Our own loving hearts in bloom 
We offer at your lotus-red feet. 
O Mother of the Vedas and the numerous sciences 
Whose excellence defies description! 
O Mother pure, whose trident caused 
the demons to tremble! Awake. 


Again : 


Queen! Sovereign of great Bharat! 
In all your eighteen languages 

We salute and extol thee in several ways. 
Arise! Awake! thou who gavest birth to us! 


Bless us with your benign reign. 


This fiery fervour for national freedom finds vivid expression in the 
poem to the goddess of freedom :- 


Goddess dear, a nation bereft of thy light, 
Can it be a nation at all? 
| Can it acquire a soul, wisdom or wealth, 
Or produce epics, fine arts, or scriptures? 
Aren't they all arrant sinners 
That aren't vouchsafed thy protection? 


In * The Plant of Liberty " the cry of the heart finds poignant 
- expression : 


Not with water 

But with tears, O God, 
Did we cherish this plant. 
Would you let it wither? 
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The lovely lamp 
Aflame in our hearts 


With the ghee of our thoughts — шаны 
Would уои let it die? 


Listless we were 
For a thousand years! TP 
Now the ruby is within reach : 
Shall we forfeit it? 
Again : 


Isn't life ruined 

When there are no rains? 

What can helpless souls do 

When freedom is robbed? 
In * The Glory of Freedom ”, the poet seeks to shake the' reader 
out of his apathy : 

Breathes there a votary of liberty 

That would be content with aught else? 

Lives there a seeker after rare nectar 

That would take a fancy to toddy? 


He goes on : 


Who will the shining sun in the sky 
Exchange for a mere firefly? 

Who would a bonded labourer live 
After loss of liberty dearer than eye? 


Would you coveting worldly joys 
Forfeit the glory of liberty? 

Won't he be the butt ridicule 

Who sells his eyes and buys a picture? 


2. ON NATIONAL INTEGRATION 


The solidarity of the Indian people, Bharati perceived, was 
the sine qua non for throwing out the foreign rulers and for building 
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the new India of his dreams. Hence he sings in * Worship Mother 
Ind”: 

Unity is the key to felicity; 

Discord will lead to distress; 

We must discern this truth — 

No higher wisdom than this. 


Whatever may betide, 

That'll be our common 101; 

Either all Indians shall prosper 

Or all Indians shall perish. 
National unity meant first and foremost inter-religious amity, 
especially Hindu-Muslim unity. Bharati could champion this 
cause with a sense of dedication because he was entirely free from 
religious sectarianism. He respected other faiths while revering 
his own. He sang rapturously of Krishna and the Mother Supreme 
but he was also whole-hearted in singing the glories of Allah and 
Christ. His tribute to Guru Govind Sing is full-throated and 
heart-warming. He lived up to the Rigvedic maxim Ekam sat, 
vipra байша vadanthi (^ Truth is one though sages call it by several 
names 7). In his poem “ Tom-Tom” he writes : 

Fools talk of several gods 

And stoke the fires of enmity; 

God is one essential principle: 

He permeates one and all. 


Brahmins worship the Fire; 
Christians adore the Cross; 
Turning towards Mecca, 
Muslims offer their prayers; 


They all worship the same God 
Who pervades the whole cosmos. 
God is one over the wide world; 
No need for conflicts on this score. 
Bharati’s passion for Hindu-Muslim unity led him to envision 


a National Flag that would have on it both the vajra (thunder- 
bolt) of Indra and the crescent sacred to Islam. 
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Nowadays it is a truth borne out by experience and accepted 
as axiomatic that national unity is reinforced on an enduring basis 
by mutually sustaining economic links forged through the Industria- 
lization of the country. But it was only in the late thirties that 
the idea of national planning was mooted and Subash Chandra 
Bose, the then President of the Indian National Congress, set up a 
National Planning Committee under the chairmanship of Jawa- 
haral Nehru. It is indeed praiseworthy prescience born of prophetic 
insight that enabled Bharati even in the first decade of this century 
to go in for a kind of poetic planning in his song " Bharat Land ”. 
Beginning with the stirring call, 


Fear no more! Foes will fall! 
Bharat Land is ours! 


he goes on to visualize an India humming with the sound of machines 
and educating itself in schools which will be looked upto as modern 
shrines. At a time when even the coastal shipping was a British 
monopoly, he speaks of India building mighty ships and sailing the 
high seas. By speaking in the same breath of weapons and writing 
materials, of factories and schools, he vivifies the inter-dependence 
of defence, industry and culture. From street-sweeping to space 
exploration, from scientific to scriptural studies, the entire gamut of 


human activity, he says, will be honoured and pursued with dedi- 
cation by free India: 


Both scriptures and sciences we'll learn; 
The heavens and oceans we'll explore; 

The mysteries of the moon we'll unravel; 
The art of street-sweeping we'll study. 


This New India will naturally forge close economic and cul- 
tural ties among the various linguistic groups and regions: 


With the surplus waters of Bengal 
The midlands we'll irrigate 


For the wheat of the Ganga valley 

The betel of the Kaveri basin we'll exchange; 
Gifts of Kerala ivory we'll offer 

For the poems of valiant Marathas. 
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What the scholars speak at Varanasi 

We'll have instruments to hear at Kanchi ;* 
The heroes of Rajasthan we'll honour 

With the refined gold of Karnatak. 


All these would have seemed utopian fantasy to his contem- 
poraries, but now they are either actual achievements or parts of 
а practical programme. 


Bharati’s vision of national integration provided for a har- 
monious blend of Indian patriotism and linguistic nationalism. In 
this he was far ahead of his times. For it was only in the Gandhian 
era that the National Congress organized the provincial committees 
on a linguistic basis and the demand for linguistic states began to 
gather momentum only in the thirties and became irresistible only 
in the fifties. Ав early as 1909 Bharati envisions in his flag song 
the rally of the Indian people in linguistic groups. He does not 
merely tell us, 


Under the post are rallied 
Countless men of rare mettle; 
Trusty stalwarts are they 

Ready to lay down their very lives 
In defence of the national flag. 


He finds them organized in phalanxes on linguistic basis : 


The plucky gallants of Tamilnad ; 

The valorous warriors of Kerala; 

The resolute fighters of Andhra; 

The Tulus patriotic to the core; 

The Kannadigas and the Oriyas; 

The Marathas who defy death in battle ...... 


The same note is struck in an apparently non-political veini 


* The radio had not then come into vogue. 
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But now I heard an ominous remark; 
What shall I do, my beloved children? 
The remark hit me like a fatal blow. 

Listen intently to those sinister words: 


“ Ever new sciences that reveal 

The operations of the material world 
In all their subtleties and precision 
Grow apace in the West. 


These disciplines are to Tamil unknown; 
Tamil cannot expound them; 

It hasn't the power to do so. 

It will die a slow death." 

So spake the simpleton. 


Alas! Should I suffer this stigma? 
Journey in all directions, my children, 
Bring me all the wealth 

Of all the arts and sciences, new grown. 


By the Grace of my Holy Father, 
By the merits of modern authors, 
This reproach shall be wiped clean. 
Gaining ever-growing glory 

I'll live on earth for ever. 


In short, the vision of Free India as a voluntary union of the 
various linguistic groups bound together by a thousand ties of 
common culture, enabled the poet to become the bard of Tamil 
nationalism as well as of Indian patriotism. Not confrontation 
and conflict but co-operation and concord between the Tamils and 
other Indian nationalities was what inspired him to ecstatic song. 


3. ON SOCIAL LIBERATION 
Genuine national integration, Bharati discerned, could be guar- 


anteed only on the basis of an uncompromising struggle against all 
forms of social oppression. Recognizing in the practice of untou- 
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chability the ugliest and most cruel manifestation of the callous 
caste system, long before Gandhiji appeared in the scene, he sang of 
the liberation of untouchables with gusto. Specifying the prominent 


untouchable (and other oppressed) castes, he sings full-throatedly 
of their deliverance : 


Deliverance! deliverance! deliverance! 

To the Pariahs, the Tiyas, the Pulayas, 
Deliverance! 

To the Paravas, the Kuravas, the Maravas, 
Deliverance! .... 

Мо more penury! no more slavery! 

None is low-born in India.... 


In * Tom-Tom ," the poet says : 


Wretches there are 

Who speak of castes, high and low, 
Adopt discriminatory codes 

And kindle constant conflicts. 


Down with the cruel caste system! 
Mankind will prosper in love. 
Let's toil in concord; 

We'll excel in a thousand trades. 


Not merely caste oppression, the very system ОҒ castes earns 
his ire. Directly defying the conservative preaching that violation 
of caste rules is a sin, the poet tells the lisping baby : 


No castes there are, my baby! 
Sin it is to talk of high and low. 


Thanks to his incandescent imagination this sturdy humanist 
and revolutionary patriot could visualize even then the heroic 
participation of the oppressed masses in the struggle for freedom 
and its ultimate triumph. As early as 1907 he envisions the Pallas, 
a Harijan caste, singing a Pallu (a kind of folk song) in celebration 
of the achievement of political and social liberation. Affirming 
that the days are gone when the Brahmin was revered for his birth 
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and the white man was looked up to as master and obeyed, the 
Pallu continues : 


Freedom is the talk everywhere; 
Equality is ensured for one and all. 
Let us blow the conch of triumph 

And broadcast this to the whole world. 


Intuitively did Bharati recognize that the struggle against 
the caste system is an integral part of the class struggle of the workers 
and peasants, which alone would ultimately ring the death-knell 
for all forms of oppression. So the pallas sing in the same poem: 


We shall revere the toilers in fields and factories; 
We shall despise and deride the parasitic leeches; 
No more shall we irrigate the weeds, 

Nor shall we sweat for the idle wretches. 


Such is the poet’s respect for the working people that he declares 
in his ‘catalogue’ poem of tribute to the several categories of 


toilers: 
I praise and glorify you all: 
Ye do Brahma’s* work on earth. 


Again, 


God protects us from Heaven; 
Ye sustain us on earth. 


Again, 


Ye are all gods in visible shape 
We behold the Divine in you, unsought. 


Inasmuch as the social revolution will be partial, 
fragmentary and distorted unless the womenfolk are drawn into 
it, Bharati consistently championed the cause of women's libe- 
ration. In this, too, he was far ahead of his times. He envisions 
women dancing in a circle, clapping hands to time and singing: 


ee 


* The Hindu God of Creation. 
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If they talk of conjugal fidelity 
We'll make it mandatory оп Бої; 
The institution of enforced marriage 
We'll smash to smithereens. 


Again, 


To make the laws and wield power 
Have we women risen in strength. 
Not a whit are women 

Inferior in intellect to men 


No wonder that the * New woman " declares, 


Leave fear and coyness to dogs! 
and proclaims: 


Upright gait, straight look, 
Probity fearless to the core, 
Lofty pride in waxing wisdom, 
These ensure our purity. 

We never swerve from the right. 


It was his dedication to the cause of national and social libera- 
tion that led the poet to recognize intuitively the world-historic 
significance of the Russian Revolution that broke out in March, 
1917. The barrage of imperialist propaganda replete with the 
choicest slanders against the USSR did not shake in the least the 
poet’s rock-like faith in the Revolution and its architect, Vladimir 
Illich Lenin. Thrilled and enraptured by the breach in the world 
imperialist system and by the rise of a socialist power, Bharati sang 
** New Russia "—one of his best poems—within a few weeks of the 
epoch-making event of November. It was as if he had climbed the 
unscalable peak of Everest, seen the millions of the former Czarist 
Russia irresistibly surging forward and established his rapport 
with them. Опе is tempted to say of the poem what he says of the 
Revolution: 


* ie., husband as well as wife. 
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The people are masters of their lives. 
Their welfare advanced by their M laws 
Lo! in a trice has it arisen. | 
This is people's state, they proclaimed 
So that the whole world might know, 
“ Gone are the slaves' shackles 
Know ye ай, 
Мо more shall man be a slave ", 

said they. 
Like a thunder-riven wall 
Collapsed the Iron-Age 
Arise ye, the Golden Age. 


A fable in verse entitled “ Dawn » speaks of Russians as crows 
who have united in action under a new monarch (Lenin). The 
poem speaks of Lenin as “ an erudite sage comparable to God him- 
self”. A young crow tells a parrot and a songbird : 


He was crowned sovereign 


seven days back. 
All our sufferings he has ended. 


May he prosper. 
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No more distress! 
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Ye men of the earth, 
Behold this wonder. 


Particularly noteworthy in the poem is the classic definition of 
toilers’ democracy :- 


The people are masters of their lives, 
Their welfare advanced by their own laws. 
Lo! ina trice has it arisen. 
This is people’s state, they proclaimed, 
So that the whole world might know, 
“ бопе are the slaves’ shackles 
Know ye all, 
No more shall man be a slave ”, 
said they. 
Like a thunder-riven wall 
Collapsed the Iron-Age 
Arise ye, the Golden Age. 


А fable in verse entitled “ Dawn " speaks of Russians as crows 
who have united in action under a new monarch (Lenin) Тһе 
poem speaks of Lenin as “ an erudite sagecomparable to God him- 
Self". А young crow tells a parrot and a songbird : 


He was crowned sovereign 
seven days back. 


All our sufferings he has ended. 
May he prosper. 


No more dearth of food! no more wars! 
No more distress! 


Look, worthy of worship is he, 
our new King. 


The Russian Revolution convinced Bharati that socialism was | 
no utopia. Не looked forward to the day when the Indian people 
would ring the death-knell of imperialism and go forward to esta- 
blish an egalitarian society free from exploitation of man by man. 


eee CEU 
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He did not hesitate to call it a communist society. “ Indian common- 
wealth ” (Composed in 1920) exultantly celebrates this prophecy of 
a new Indian society : 


A fraternity of three hundred millions* 
Holding all property in common. 
A society without a compeer, 
A wonder to the whole world ! 


It goes on : 


No more shall man exploit man; 
No more shall men let their fellows suffer. 


Then comes the ringing declaration : 


We shall lay down the law 

For all time to come — 

A law we shall live up to at all events : 
We'll blow up the social order 

That lets any man starve. 


And the conclusion : 


Monarchs of our motherland are we all. 
Yes, we are all, all rulers of the realm 
Yes, yes, we are all sovereigns of this land. 


4. ON SPIRITUAL KNOWLEDGE AND PRAYER 


Bharati was а Vedantin; an assurance of Spiritual verities 
permeates his poetry. These are indeed the verities illumined in 
the Gita. In interpreting them Bharati not only follows in the 
footsteps of Swami Vivekananda but also betters the Master's 
instruction. In the upshot his verse is informed by a lusty, hearty 
gusto for living and a constant contact with the earth. So, un- 


mindful of his indigence and undeterred by his ordeals, he is able 
to sing: 


“Тһе population of undivided India was a little more than 300 million 
in 1920. 
B—5 
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Joys innumerable 
You've endowed us with; 
O God! God! God! 


In his note prefixed to the poem 7 False or Truc? " the росі says : 


There is a school of thought in our country which 
says that this world is unreal. Let religious mendicants 
go on repeating it. Iam not at present upset about it. 
Is that saying suited to people living in families? Can it 
be uttered inside home? 15 it not an inauspicious remark? 
Are the home and field inherited from our parents unreal? 
The wife is there like a figure carved іп gold. 
She shed tears and sobbed for our sorrows. She rejoiced 
from top to toe in our happiness. She brought up our 
children. Is she unreal? Are the children unreal? I ask 
fathers and mothers: Are children unreal? Is the 
family deity we worship at our abode unreal? 


That school of thought (which holds the world to be 


unreal) serves no purpose for people who build homes and 
rear families. What we need in this world are four: 
long life, good health, knowledge and wealth. We must 
entreat our respective family deities to bestow these 
four on us. АП gods are identical. We must see divine 
lustre in righteousness, wealth and sexual love. If we 


perceive divine lustre in them, the fourth goal of salvation 
will automatically be ours. 


In the poem that follows the headnote, the poet asks, 


Ye that can't move, ye that walk, ye that fly, 

Are ye all mere dreams? numerous halluncinations? 
Ye the objects of learning, hearing, and thinking! 
Are ye all flimsy illusions? No content in you?... 
Am I too a dream? Is this world also unreal? 
Memory of time, Memories of scenes, forms — 


Are these unreal? Are traits too unreal ?* 


*'To рш it morc clearly “Is the form” of the scorpion unreal? Is its 
sting (trait) too unreal2— — The poct's footnote. 
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This life-affirmation goes hand in hand with the perception of 
the Godhead in everything. One may speak of Bharati, as Richard 
A. M. Bucke does of Whitman in his Cosmic Consciousness, as a 
poet of cosmic consciousness, i.e., one who identifies himself with 
everything in the universe and thereby experiences bliss. This 
finds vivid expression in " Triumphant Drum ” : 


The crow and the sparrow are our clan; 
The ocean and the mountain are our kin. 
Whichever way we turn our gaze 

We see none but ourselves; 

The more we gaze and gaze 

The more are we drunk with joy. 


Of course this mystical identification of oneself with all things 
is authentic Vedantic doctrine. Referring to the essence of the 
Upanishads summed up in Tat tram asi ( thou art that 7," Bharati 
--66” a récord ofthe poet's spiritual Odyssey, says, 

“Thou art that " is what the Veda reveals; 


What ‘ that’ means, let me explain: 

* That ’ is the name of what is before you; 
All things on earth are “ That s 

Thou too art only " that ". 


Towards the close, the poem points out, 


Thou art divine; thou art divine ‚ thou art God; 
Tat tvam asi; tat tvam asi; thou art that. 


Naturally for Bharati the true Vedantin is not he who seeks 
his own salvation but one who identifies himself with others and 
lives and dies for them. The gospel of selfless service is exactly 
what Krishna teaches Bharati when he urges that one should work 
without expectation of reward. Through the persona of Sivaji, 
this idea of selfless service for others, i.e., for the country, is put 
forward as sacrifice par excellence and contrasted with sacrifice 
"performed by selfish men for their own salvation. Sivaji speaks to 
his army : 
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Peerless war this is! Sacred war! 
A war like this nowhere on earth! 
Some people slaughter sheep 

And sacrifices perform, 

Their own salvation to attain. 
Drenching the land with the blood 
Coursing through our hearts, 

The great sacrifice we'll perform, 
For uprooting fraud and deceit. 
No sacrifice like this! 

No austerity like this! 


The Vedantin who identifies himself with all beings can have 
no truck with the casteism flaunted by the decadent variety of 
Hinduism. Hence it is that Bharati’s stirring songs give the clarion 
call for unremitting struggle against the caste system and other 
forms of social oppression. Again, it is characteristic of Bharati’s 
Vedanta that he perceives the Revolution in Russia as an achieve- 
ment of the Mother Supreme : 


The Magna Mater towards Russia 
Turned her benign glance. 

Lo! tornado-like whirled 

The epoch-making Revolution. 


Equally characteristic is the fact that his 


“ Indian Common- 
wealth * 


7 validates his vision of a communist Society in India not on 
the basis of the Marxian interpretation of history but on the basis 
of Krishna's gospel of the identity of all beings: 

“ 1 live in all forms of life” 

Said Lord Krishna; 

India will liye up to this truth; 

She will show the way to paradisal bliss 

For one and all on earth. 

Yes, Yes, India will blaze the trail. 


His prayers to different divinities are cast in the self-same 
mould of selfless love for all fellowmen; he prays to them not for 


https://arcBinevang/detüilE/usttlhuleksbwiacademy 


CCQCIA.PaiftichDo Deinabighigtid Єву айну Ralssdartióte Seas Ca tbe Gemgotri 


WRIIINGS 57 


any personal benefits but for the commonweal. For instance, in 
" А" prayer to Lord Krishna " (often printed under the title 
“ Thirst for Freedom") he asks, 


When will this fervour for freedom bear fruit? 
When shall we be rid of this craze for bondage? 
When will our Mother's manacles break to pieces? 
When shall we see an end to our ordeals? 

O builder of Bharat in the days of yore! 

О upholder of the virtuous way of life! 


Of course, in * Answer me, Mother Goddess ”, he urges her 
to bestow on him a healthy body, a taintless mind, and all that. 
But these personal endowments are needed to enable him to work 
more effectively for the common cause : 


You've made me with luminous insight; 
Won't you give me the strength to toil for the commonweal? 


Again, in " Wanted a plot of land", a lyrical celebration of the 
slogan of “ Land to the tiller’, he demands of the Mother Goddess 
а plot of land, a majestic mansion, a grove of coconuts, and all 
that, including a chaste wife for poems to be born in their mutual 
joy. Keenly aware of the wicked enemies on the prowl who would 
not let his dream come true, he cries in distress : 


And Mother dear, this retreat 
You ought to be on the alert to protect. 


But all this. blending of. Communism with romantic naturalism 
is not based on the craving for an escape from the cruel realities of 
this world into a land of heart's desire. The Edenic bliss will 
enable him, he hopes, to pour forth such powerful verses as will 
transform the world. So the last of the demands on Mother God- 
dess in this poem is 


1 by your grace 
1 should pour forth such spell-binding: songs 
As will redeem the world. 
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In his prayer to Lakshmi (the goddess of wealth) he declares 
that with her blessing he will put an end to the tyranny of indigence 
all over the earth. In the poem * The Glory of Saraswathi м, 


his mode of worshipping Saraswathi (the Goddess of Learning) 
is entirely new : 


Come one! Come all 

Ye people of Tamilnad! 

Let us adore this goddess. 
But, mind you all, 

No easy matter this is. 
Piling up books in order, 
Placing sandal and flowers, 
Muttering sacred texts — 
Such rituals don’t please her. 


Arts and sciences illumining each home, 
One or two scliools-thriving in every street, 
Educational institutions innumerable 
Spreading knowledge all over the land 

In all towns and villages, 

Villages averse to learning 

Going up in snoke — 

That is the way to befriend her, 

The ambrosial Mother that saves. 


5. THREE MAJOR POEMS 


The Kannan Songs, the Kuyil’s Song and Panchali's vow are 
the three major poems of Bharati. 5 


А paragraph from Tagore’s “ What is Art?" 


would serve as an 
appropriate preface to the consideration of the Ka 


nnan Songs : 


In India, the greater part of our literature 


is religious; 
because God with us is not a dist 


ant God; He belongs to 
our homes as well as to cur temples. We feel His ncar- 


ness to us in all the human relationship of lové and affec- 
tion, and in our festivities Не із the chief guest whom we 
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honour. In scasons of flowers and fruits, in the coming 
of the rain, in the fulness of the autumn, we see the hem 
of His mantle and hear His footsteps. We worship 
Him in all the true objects of our worship and love Him 
wherever our love is true. Іп the woman who is good we 
feel Him, in:the man who is true we know Him, in our 
children He is born again and again, the Eternal Child. 
Therefore, religious songs are our love songs, and our 
domestic occurrences, such as the birth of a son, or the 
coming of the daughter from her husband's house to 
her parents and her departure again, are woven in our 
literature as a drama whose counterpart is in the divine. 


Among the Hindu divinities, Krishna has been since times 
immemorial the supreme national deity. The Tamils lovingly call 
him Kannan. · Though the word is derived from Prakrit Kanha the 
Tamils associate the name with their own Kan meaning “ benignity, ” 
* Wisdom ", and “ protection "— all the three radiating from the 
primary meaning “ eye " 

The most comprehensively developed cult is that of Krishna. 
He has an irresistible appeal to men and women of all age groups 
and classes. Не is the Eternal Child who is born again and again. 
He is bewitchingly naughty as he crawls before you on all fours. 
He is the lover par. excellence, infinitely virile and endlessly spor- 
tive. He is the statesman of stature with ‘ Atlantean shoulders ” 
fit to bear the burden of mightiest states with effortless ease. Не 
is his devotees’ friend, philosopher and counsellor. As our guide 
through the “ seven ages of man” amidst worldly joys and sorrows 
and anxieties, а our companion in camps and on campuses, in 
homes and offices, factories and fields, he helps us tread the path of 
devotion, action and wisdom, lift ourselves out of our petty egos and 
lead a life of personal fulfilment’ and social relevance. And as 
V. У. S. Aiyar remarks іп his foreword to the second edition of 
the Kannan songs, 


when Bharat Land, which had forgotten itself for 
.& long time, , suddenly woke ир, the first light that 
greeted it was the’ image of Krishna, the’ teacher 
of the Gita to Arjun and his triumphant charioteer. 
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It is therefore not strange that Krishna ^ became Bharati’s 
favourite deity. 


The Kannan songs are twenty-three in number.* In them 
Kannan undergoes several metamorphoses. In some poems the 
speaker is the lady longing for:her lover Kannan. In some others 
Kannan becomes the maiden Kannamma, with whom the speaker 
is in love. . Kannan is also sung of as father, mother, god, goddess, 
monarch, comrade, disciple, servant and child. 


Simple diction, utter clarity of expression, homely imagery 
and offhand allusions to’ mythological lore are the hallmarks of 
the style of the Kannan lyrics. The tone is relaxed and almost 
colloquial. The conversational naturalness is somewhat deceptive, 
however, for it is really art concealing art. In other words, it 
is fine artistry brought down. to daily manners, or daily manners 
elevated to art, as you please. 


Kannan is an ideal comrade: 


When petty worries тех me 

His sage counsel drives them off. ... 
When the heart swells with pride 

His correction is swift and sure. 

Utter а word guileful, 

He Spits on you in contempt.... 

His crushing kicks and blows are in store 
For those that violate truth in conduct. 


Kannan the Mother tells the poet t 
him wonderful toys like the sun, the 
the rivers and the oceans as well as 
Arts and sciences, and nobler than tl 
provided him with for his serious 
mood is on me ", to quote the poet's 


ales of joy and sorrow, gives 
moon, the stars, thc clouds, 
birds and beasts and fishes. 
hem, divine wisdom, she has 
hours. * But when the lighter 
own translation, 


* Translations of cight of “these 
to 32). Two others, 
IV; Nos. І & 2. 


poems appear in Section ІП (Nos. 25 
translated by Bharati himself, appear in Section 
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and I would fain laugh ала be merry, many are the jokes 
she has planned to amuse me with: the lies of priests, 
the comic feats of kings, the hypocrisies of age and the 
silly cares of youth. 


Kannan the Father is endowed with an anti-capitalist consci- 
ousness : 


A comrade of the poor, 
Incensed he is to fury 
At the sight of the opulent. 


For him, high and low are to be distinguished not by birth 
and dress but by character, wisdom and deeds. Hence he says, 


Better burn the bogus texts 
That classify the high and the low 
On the basis of birth and bearing 


No socially useful job is degrading and magnanimity is first'and 
foremost the virtue of the working class. That is the gospel 
vivified in the * Каппап--Му servant ". Kannan 


Sweeps the street, cleans the home; 
Teacher, doctor and foster-mother 
Is he unto my children .... 


Friend, counsellor and teacher unto то, 
Divine in disposition and deeds 
Though seemingly a servant. 


Kannan becomes the girl child to transport the poet to the 
seventh heaven : 


If I kiss thee on thy cheek 
I become dizzy with joy 
If I hug thee, Каппатта! 
I'm seized by a frenzy .... 
No story in any literary work 
So sweet as thou art; 
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No God to equal thee 
In lavishing love, 


V. У. S. Aiyar is right in saying in his foreword that in the love 
poems (the series entitled * Kannan My Lover “апа “ Kannamma 
My Beloved ”) the poet describes the bodily love much more than the 
human soul's perception of the supreme Being by spiritual vision. 
Indeed, they are poems of romantic love which any romantic lover 
сап walk away with and make them his orherown. For Bharati, 
sex is holy when informed by genuine love. He has no patience 
with those puritanical preachers who would deride and decry all 


sex as lust. Tt is timely to recall to ourselves that even his mystical 
poem “ Bharati—66 ” celebrates love : 


Love leads to sexual congress ; 
Coition relieves men of cares. 
Out of love are born Sor теп 
Poetry, song, sculpture 

And all other fine arts. 

Hence, men of the world, 
Make love without fail; 

That is supreme joy on earth. 
Love can make men immortal ; 
When anxieties are at an end 
Death is overcome ... Я 


Кайааза, Кїлє among poets, 
Worshipped women's breasts 
Calling them Si valinga.* 

That lion-like hero Rama, 
Mature understanding personified, 
Took his wife Sita to the forest; 
Bewildered by her sulking, 

The golden deer he Pursued, 
Thereby bringing on himself 


*Sivalinga: Cylindrical stone, roun 
emblem of Siva. 


ded off at the top, worshipped as ап 
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Sufferings and sorrows in plenty. 
Eulogy of love and its glory — 
Isn't the theme of all epics, 
Мау, all literatures on earth? 


No wonder that the poet's heroine yearns for Kannan's love 
thus : 


Food was my aversion, friends, 
Sleep eluded me altogether. . . . 
Even milk turned bitter to taste; 
The bed itself bruised my body. 


She is disgusted with her maids and their endless chatter: 


Leave me alone to sleep in peace, 
and go to your several homes. 


Why does she get rid of her maids? Because she has a tryst with | 
Kannan : 


How can my eyelids close in sleep 
before I hug Kannan to my bosom? 


Tired of the futile search for him in the thick woods at night, 
she sends him her maid as messenger : 


Kannan’s state of mind 
Find for certain, 
Thangam О Thangam! ... 


Luring me into love, 
leaving me in the lurch — 
Isn't he shameless? ... 


If one is born a woman 


Endless is her woe; ... 


Pining for the sinner, Thangam, 
Breaks my heart, Thangam. 
Go, probe into his mind, 
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Discern what he will do; 
Let us leave the rest to God. 


The poet as lover perceives his beloved Kannamma here, there, 
everywhere. When asked by her what he has been observing in the 
8ea and the sky, he replies : 


In the bursting billows I beheld your face; 
In the azure heavens І observed your face; 
In the whirling foam I witnessed your face; 
In the tiny bubbles I discerned your face; 
By daily scanning the separate clouds 

I perceived thy visage alone. 

When amidst your peels of laughter 

I turned and embraced you, 

Again did I behold your face. 


These lyrics melt into music. Hence V. V. S. Aiyar rightly 
remarked, 


While experiencing the poetic beauty of this work we 
must not forget that they are to be set to music. They 
have been written with а view to be sung to time-measure. 
Those who heard the poet sing in his majestic voice his 
new songs, exulting in his imaginative power and creative 
enthusiasm, on the Seashore, in a tranquil evening when 
the moonlight enchants the whole earth and transforms 
the blue ocean into an ocean of milk, will esteem each of 
the songs in this book as a priceless рет. 


The Kuyil’s song running to nearly 750 lines 
flower of the poet's fertile imagination. 


Story. It is Witchery by daylight. 
ders himself to the Spell woven by the 


, is the finest 
It narrates a unique love- 
The reader willingly surren- 
poet. 


It is in a mango grove, bathed in the beams of the morning 
sun, that the poet hears а female Kuyil warble. Just as Walt 
Whitman interprets the Songs of the mocking birds in є Out of the 
cradle Endlessly Rocking,” Bharati translates the bird’s sounds 
in human language. Itisa Song on bitter-sweet love : 
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Love, Love, Love; 
Love gone, Love gone, 
Death, Death, Death... 


То the entranced poet’s query about her sadness the bird 
replies in human language : 


I'm pining for love; 
ЈУ love would not triumph, 
I long for an end to my life. 


Now the bird and the poet find themselves head over heels in 
love with each other. She urges him to come and meet her on the 
fourth day without fail. But he can’t wait that long. After a 
restless night he repairs to the grove and conducts a thorough search 
for the bird. At last he has the shock of his life when he sees her 
making love to a monkey. The monkey responds, jumping about 
in gay abandon, like one tipsy with toddy. But when the enraged 
poet throws his sword at them, they elude it and melt into thin air. 


On the next day an irresistible drive makes him proceed to 
the grove. Now he finds the Киуї! wooing a bull with superlative 
words of praise. Again, his sword fails to hit the target. The 
bull and the bird vanish. 


On the fourth day, the poet, bitten with shame by the betrayal 
of the bird, is led to the garden. Не is determined to kill the bird 
for her lewdness and treachery. But the bird pleads that she is 
innocent. In order to throw light on the bizarre happenings of 
her two previous encounters she tells him the story of her pre- 
vious birth which she had heard from a sage in Podiya hill. 


In her previous birth, she had been the daughter of a hunter- 
chief. Her cross-cousin Madan (4 Bull 7) fell in love with her. 
Though she did not return his love, she pitied him and so agreed to 
marry him. But the parents wanted her to wed Kurangan(* Mon- 
key") son of the chief of a neighbours tribe. She had to 
bow to her parents’ decision, but she secretly promised to 
Madan that within a few months after the wedding she would 
break away from her husband, return home and marry him (her 
cousin). But then, even before the wedding took place, she happened 
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to meet a Chera prince in the forest when the two madly fell in love 
with each other. The lovers soon found themselves transported to 
the seventh heaven. But their bliss was shattered by the sudden 
arrival on the scene of Madan and Kurangan who stabbed. the 
prince to death. In his dying moments the prince consoled the girl, 
assuring her that they would love and. marry and live happily in 
their next birth. 


The sage also told her that though reborn as а hunter's 
daughter she had been transformed into а bird by the spirits of 
Madan ала Kurangan 50 that she might not rejoin her lover, who, . 
the saint added, had taken birth and was growing in seashore city. 
The saintly soul had also predicted that her lover would meet her in 
a mango grove and fall in love with her, and that the rivals would 
take to stratagems to separate her from her lover. : 


Now the poet is convinced of the bird’s innocence and her 
loveforhim. So when she falls into his hands, love wells up in his 
heart and he kisses her. That very moment a miracle occurs. The 
bird is transformed into a marvellous maiden : 


A wonder, an inexpressible wonder! 
Ambrosia churned up from the sea of love! 
Amazingly enchanting land! 

Feminine become divine? 

Such was the damsel before me! 


The poet is at а loss to find words to describe her. At last he tries : 


Adding the nectar of the gods 

And the essence of music and drama 
To the juice of the fruits of poetry 
And drying and solidifying the mixture 
In the beams of the sun of love, 

The creator God got the stuff 

For making the body of this girl. 


But this happiness lasts only a brief moment. For he fells 
down in a faint. When he recovers, he finds himself on his old 
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pen around him. They bring home to him that he is in his own 
home. So the poet concludes, 


The grove, Kuyil's love, its story 

Were all, it dawned upon me, 

The effusions of the imagination 

Caused by the charm of the evening. 

But a word to those well-versed in Tamil! 
Is there any room, howsoever little, 

For a philosophical interpretation 

Of this creation of fantasy! 


Does the росі throw the challenge in right earnest? Or is he 
pulling the legs of the pundits among his readers? Keenly aware 
of the penchant of the pundits for allegorical interpretation 
of all and sundry in literature, he is perhaps inciting them to a 
wild-goose chase and laughing in his sleeves. 


But then if deeper meanings can Бе divined, one need not bother 
about the author’s intentions. For an inner meaning may be there, 
in spite of the author not intending to provide for it. 


It has been said that the prince reborn as poet is God while 
the hunter-girl transformed into the Kuyi/ is the soul. For the soul 
to unite with the Lord, it must purge itself of attachments to kinship 
(Madan) and property (Kurangan). 


The characters may also be thought of as symbols with social 
significance. The prince as the guardian of the people and the poet 
as the conscience of the society may symbolize the society. The 
hunter girl is the individual. The individual must overcome narrow 
bonds of kinship (Madan is cousin), shed false sentimentality (pity 
for Madan), resist parental pressure actuated by the lure of riches 
(the betrothal to Kurangan). and mature into a socially responsible 
individual (by uniting with the prince-poet). 


Even on the level of the theme of love, more is meant than 
meets the eye. Cross-cousin marriage has been the norm in the 
South. There is no room in this set-up for love-marriages, inasmuch 
as it is very rarely thal cross-cousins entitled to marry each other fall 
in love. The innocent girl agrees to marry her cousin out of pity 
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for her kinsman suffering the pangs of one-sided (unreciprocated) 
love for her. Оп the other hand, her parents yield to the temptation 
of alliance in an affluent family—the growth of money economy dis- 
solves the traditional ties and obligations—and decide that their 
daughter should wed Kurangan. At first the girl finds a way out 
of the dilemma by agreeing to marry Kurangan in the hope that 
she can find the earliest opportunity to divorce her spouse (divorce 
was not taboo among many communities even according to the 
traditional code), and then marry her cousin, But modernization 
of the hilly hunterland where these people live not only brings in 
its wake cupidity but also enlarges the domain of Cupid. No 
wonder that the girl and the prince meet and fall in love. She has 
now matured enough to realize the supreme value of love as the 
basis for wedded life. Nevertheless, since the path of love is. not 
smooth, well nigh insuperable obstacles are placed by both tradi- 
tion (Madan) and the distorted values of the newly arising acqui- 
sitive society (Kurangan). But oceans may roar and chasms 
may yawn but the bonds that unite lovers cannot be surrendered. 
That is what the poem hints at by providing for the lovers over- 
coming in the next birth the opposition that proved fatal to the 
lover in the earlier birth. 


It is not a question of choosing one of the interpretations. The 
various levels of meaning are tantalizingly present. They bring 
home to us that the rapturous ‘ Song of the Kuyil,' so sensuous and 
so passionate, is not a simple song of artless love. It expresses 
complex ideas. So what William Empson (a leading literary critic 
of the Twientieth Century says of the pastoral—that it is 
a means of * putting the complex into the simple "—may be an 
appropriate comment on the Kuyil’s song. 


Panchali's Vow is what Milton would call a “ brief 
еріс”. It deals with just one episode of the Mahabharata the epi- 
sode of gambling, which constitutes the turning point or the crisis 
of the epic action. 


The poet writes in his preface : 


Easy diction, simple style, easily comprehensible 
rhythmic movement, popular tunes: whoever composes 
an epic distinguished by these traits breathes a new life 
into our mother tongue. Even those who have had 
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only one or two years’ acquaintance with literary works 
Should be in a position to understand its meaning. At 
the same time it must not be wanting in the poetic 
graces that mark an epic. 


This is a stupendous undertaking; my talent is 
precious little. Yet, egged on by “ desire” I have written 
this poem, not as an example for others to follow faith- 
fully but as a pioneering effort... 


Inasmuch as the Mother Supreme, who has vowed 
to bestow a new life on the Tamil people, has urged me 
to perform this job, I hope our people would become 
fond of this new style of composition. 


The poet's humility ( My talent is precious little ”) is indeed 
praiseworthy, but the fact remains that Panchali’s Vow in which 
he has, as he himself remarked, distilled his very soul, is the greatest 
poem among the literary works of recent centuries. No wonder, 
too, that he came to look upon it as his magnum opus. 


The poet claims to have followed in the footsteps of Vyasa’s 
original. But it is not a translation but approaches the subject 
anew 50 that it has а modern relevance which is not even adum- 
brated in the original. 


It is significant that while the relevant canto in the Sanskrit 
original is given the title “ Gambling ”, Bharati gives his epic the 
title Panchali's Vow. The emphasis is shifted from the incident 
to the wronged woman; not only that, the title invites not mere 
pity for her but veneration for the victim become victor in the 
unequal battle and for her vow to see the final extirpation of the 
evil-minded enemies. 


The Tamils take pride in speaking of three kinds of Tamil: 
songs, dramas and other belles-lettres. But, strangely enough, the 
rich corpus of Tamil literature does not include even one drama of 
undoubted literary excellence. ОҒ course this does not mean that 
the dramatic sense is alien to the Tamil's creative genius. Оп the 
other hand, the dramatic immediacy and psychological penetration 
of the love lyrics of the Sangam Age bear witness to the dramatic 
aspect of the Tamil creativity. Much more significant is the fact 
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that both Ilango's еріс Silappadigaram and Kamban’s massive epic 
The Ramayana are by and large a series of specific scenes linked 
together by minimal direct nar ration and that almost every scene 
is vivid with characters coming to life, through action and dialogue. 
Panchali’s Vow, continues this tradition of dramatic treatment of 
epic materials. Its five cantos correspond to the five acts of a play. 
No wonder that а powerful drama has been shaped out of the epic 
with least violence to it. 


The epic begins with Duryodhana laying bare to his uncle 
Sakuni his jealousy against Dharma who has successfully performed 
the Rajasuya (Imperial) sacrifice and become emperor of Bharat. 
Sakuni believes in the Satanic maxim that what cannot be won by 
prowess must be won by fraud. Hence, he, an expert in false dice, 
hits upon the stratagem of inviting the Pandavas to Hastinapur 
and luring Dharma into gambling away his kingdom. Duryodhana’s 
father Dhritarashtra is at first reluctant to be a party to this nefari- 
ous intrigue but is ultimately won over by the son's threat to com- 
mit suicide. Dhritarashtra sends Vidura to the Pandavas’ capital 
for inviting them to Hastinapur. Не also asks Vidura to warn the 
Pandavas against the dastardly plot of his son. Dharma over- 
rules the objections of his brothers and decides to obey his ипсіє 5 
summons. Canto 1 ends with their journey to Hastinapur. 


The next canto commences with Sakuni's challenge to Dharma 
to play dice with him. Dharma points out how unethical and sinful 
gambling is. But Sakuni pours withering scorn on him and accuses 
him of defying the time-honoured tradition of kings accepting the 
challenge to play dice. The poet's choric voice chips in here with a 
denunciation of the uncritical adherence to precedents. As the 
game proceeds Dharma stakes and loses his gems and gold, his 


slaves, male and female, his elephants and steeds and cars. And 
then Sakuni says : 


Stake the country, Dharma — 
That you haven’t lost. 
With Vidura’s protest against the proposal, the canto ends. 


Canto ПІ begins with Duryodhana’s vituperative attack on 
Vidura. The dice play is resumed and the kingdom staked by 
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The poet butts in to comment on it : 
Like the priest of the temple 
Selling away the sculptured idol, 
Like the watchman of the gate 
Pawning and losing the house, 
Dharma, well-versed as he was 
In all laws and codes of conduct 
Gambled away the land; pooh-pooh! 
A deed of vile men it was. 


, 


Subjects are sheep, 

Not men like them, 

For kings on earth; 

Though truthful texts 

They quote chapter and verse, 
More in breach than in practice 
Do they honour Laws of Polity. 
Unbiased government, 
Anchored in virtue, 

Free from fraud, 

Helpful to the people, 

Exists nowhere 

In the entire world. 


The loss of the kingdom is followed by Dharma staking his 
brothers and himself one after another and all are lost. 


Canto IV begins with Draupadi being staked and lost. The 
poet says : 


Like feeding vile dogs 

With sacrificial food, 

Like building a golden palace 
And letting it out to a devil. 
Like selling men to buy gold 
For making a jewel for an owl 
He staked Draupadi 

And enslaved her to base men. 
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For the sale of leather for footwear, 
Will one kill the pet child? 

For the desired dice-play 

Would one bet Panchali? 


Dizzy with success, Duryodhana jumps with joy. Again, Vidura 
alone lodges an emphatic protest. 


The charioteer is sent to the inner chambers to fetch Draupadi 
to the Council-Chamber. She sends him back asking him to find 
out whether she was wagered before or after the Pandavas were 
staked. On hearing this Duryodhana sends his brother Dussasana 
to the Queen’s apartments to bring Panchali. 


Canto V begins with an altercation between Dussasana and 
Draupadi. Then he drags her by her streaming locks through 
crowded streets towards the Council-Hall. The people watch it all, 
wringing their hands in despair. The poet has this caustic comment 
to offer on their conduct : 


Beneath expression it was.— 
The abasement of the people. 
Cowardly curse they proved to be: 
Wouldn’t trample under foot 
That brute of a prince 

And convey to her chambers 
The comely queen Panchali; 
Wailing, they stood 

Like trees immovable. 

What is the earthly use 

Of effeminate lament? 


To her poignant cry in the Council-Hall for justice, Bhishma 
replied: 

Your spouse’s right to stake you, 

You contest, princess dear; 

The laws of the old Vedic seers 


Might be in your support; 
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But alas! that is an old story. 
Fully equal were women with men 
In those halcyon days. 

But things have changed; 
Present-day texts proclaim that 
Women are not men's equals. 
One can sell one's wife 

; Or gift her away; 

sui ж Law of the jungle It is; 

Mer, Even after becoming a bondman 
ет) Dharma has the right to bet and lose you. 


Draupadi hits back : 


When the devil rules, 
Laws will feed on offal! 


The misery of Panchali incenses Bhima to fury against Dharma. 
He asks his youngest brother Sahadev to bring a flaming torch for 
burning Dharma's hand that wagered Panchali. Arjun gently 
rebukes Bhima for his outburst and adds: 
iva 

Bound over are we, let's be patient; 

Times will change: virtue shall win; 


Y A bow there is: Gandiv is its name. 


Now Vikarna, the only virtuous brother of Duryodhana, pro- 
1645 against the humiliation of Draupadi but he is silenced by 
Kama. Thus the drama moves to the climax—Dussasana’s attempt 
to,unrobe Panchali. She prays to Lord Krishna to save her from 
this disgrace of being disrobed in the Council Chamber. And by 
the Lord’ 8 grace, she is clothed in ever-new sarees as Dussasana 
goes on removing them. The sarees multiply, says Bharathi, 


Like the sorrows of liars, 

Like the glory of the virtuous, 

Like the compassion of women, 

Like the rising waves of the agitated sea, 
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Like the growth in wealth of the great 
Who honour womenfolk. 


Thus, with no men to back her up in action, Draupadi fights 
a lone battle against the evil forces that threaten to overwhelm 
her. With divine aid she triumphs in her heroic struggle to save 
her honour unsullied. 


Now the poem ends with the vows of Bhima, Arjun and Pan- 
chali. Bhima promises to take appropriate revenge on Duryo- 
dhana and Dussasana on the battlefield. Only after drenching her 
tresses in the blood of those two evil men, Draupadi vows, she will 
comb and plait her luxuriant locks. Arjun swears to kill Karna 
and perform marvels on the battlefield. 


Draupadi the wronged woman represents the long-oppressed 
women of India. Her fight against the humiliation she is subjected 


to was for Bharati the prototype of women's struggles in modern 
India for equality. 


For Bharati, Panchali, apparently helpless, hapless and hope- 
1655, was also- Mother India writhing in agony under alien jack+ 
boots. The evil men that bled the land white are represented: бу 
Duryodhana, Sakuni and others of their ilk. Bhishma represents. 
the patriotic moderates whose pathetic faith in the constitutional 
niceties made them play an objectively reactionary role, thereby 
proving to the hilt the truth of the dictum that the path to hell is 
paved with good intentions. Lord Krishna’s timely help to Drau- 
padi was an assurance that if the people of India stood up for 
freedom in as determined a fashion as did Draupadi, they would, 
have the invaluable assistance of the Divine which would take them 
to triumph. d 

Since the final struggle for freedom lay in the womb об! the 
futuré, the climactic event of the epic could only be the vow of 


Panchali—not its fulfilment, which had to wait for another day. 
Arjun' 5 promise, 


Wonders of war, O World, 
You will behold! 


was fulfilled later. The world witnessed with admiration the 
heroic struggles of the Indian people for freedom. 


https://arcBinewang/detüilE/usttlhuleksbwiacademy 


CCGCIO.RuitichoRemabighigtiddtHakhyihakshiaiiGteSeastartbeGemgotri || 


WRITINGS 75 


In short, the poet could not have chosen a more suitable 
subject for his epic. 


6. PROSE WORKS 


This review of Bharati's literary output cannot be complete 
without at least a cursory glance at the poet's works in prose. ОГ 
course the significance of his prose works cannot be belittled. Не 
has an assured place as journalist, columnist, author of topical 
essays suffused with humour and satire, and writer of stories, long 


and short. 


Bharati’s incomplete Little Sankaran’s Story is a satirical 
piece based on his experiences at Ettayapuram: it is a scathing 
exposure of the moribund feudal society, its parasitism, sycophancy 
and silly airs. It throws you repeatedly into fits of laughter. 
Another incomplete fictional work is the Story of Chandrika deve- 
loped around the theme of widow remarriage—an audacious ven- 
ture at that time. The plots of other stories are woven around such 
subjects as polygamy, marriage sans love. cruelty of old social 
customs, etc. 


Bharati’s translation of the Gita is a classic. His introduc- 
tion too has attained a classic status. 


The poet’s best. work in prose is, of course, Jnana Ratham 
(* The Chariot of Wisdom "), written in 1909. It speaks of the 
poet’s futile attempt to visit the Upasanti Loka (World free from 
care), his experience of paradisal bliss in the Gandharva Loka 
(World of Joy)—a world which knows no suffering or sorrow or 
“love's and satiety ” and his trips to the Satya Loka (the world of 
Truth). and the Dharma Laka. (the world об righteousness). The 
contrasting picture of the poet's life in this world of ours is also 
vividly depicted. Professor P. Mahadevan, who has translated 
the work in English, rightly calls it in his Memoir of the poet 
“a sort of The Pilgrim’s Progress, The Divine Comedy and Reve- 
lations—all in one". In his Foreword to the 1935 edition of 
Jnana Ratham, Rajaji wrote: 


This work is an admirable sample of what can be 
achieved in modern Tamil prose by a man of genius. 
Imaginative powers of noble puissance, glowing patrio- 


https://arcBihevang detailé/asithwiekshmiacademy 


ССеСІО.Роінісббоїдаіпаїдісі тую dy akhyth Haksat de еле СагАіраФетуоігі 
76 BHARATI: PATRIOT, POET, PROPHET 


tic fervour, high seriousness, a high sense of humour 
that never palls are seen in harmonious combination 
in this work of Bharati. He is the gifted, darling-child 
of the Tamil Muse. 


Bharati is also the innovator in Tamil of what he calls prose- 
poetry. Much of what is styled New Poetry has been in no small 
measure influenced by Bharati's prose-poetry. Prose-poetry natur- 
ally dispenses with the traditional prosodic patterns. It enabled 
the poet to express himself fully, forcefully, and spontaneously. 
Tagore’s English translations of Gitanjali and other poetic effusions 
of his served Bharati as a model. Perhaps тоге significant 
was the influence of the Vedic hymns, some of which he translated. 
Bharati is eminently successful in capturing in his poetry the Vedic 
seers’ child-like sense of wonder before natural phenomena. 


These pieces of prose-poetry affirm life and enact, by means 
of their imagery, the truth of the Advaita (Monism) without 
degenerating into crude didacticism. 


The range of the poet’s prose-poetry may now be illustrated. 
First, a section from “ Joy ” : 
Body is good. Senses are very sweet. 
Life is tasty. 
Mind is honey. Knowledge is honey.Consciousness is nectar. 
Consciousness alone is nectar. 
Consciousness is divine. 


A section from " Тһе Sun " 3 


О sun, what did you do with darkness? 

Did you drive it, away? .slay it? swallow it? 

Did you with your hands, i.e., beams, hug and kiss and 
hide it?. 

15 darkness your enemy? 

Is it your food? 

15 it your beloved? 

Was it dark all night because of the bewilderment caused 
by not seeing you? 
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Has it at the sight of you absorbed your light and become 
one with you? 
Are you both the children of the same mother? 
Has your mother commanded уои both to come here by 
turns and protect the world? 
Aren't you mortal? Are you ambrosia? 

I praise you both. 

O sun I praise you. 


Another section from “Тһе Sun ” : 


The God called Light has married the Cosmic Space 
Their union is pleasing. 

The wind-god beheld it. 

He is strong. 

He desired to unite with the Cosmic Space. 

The Cosmic Space didn't desire him as much as she desire 
the God Light. 

He blows and trumpets his glory. 

Light and Space mingled as two lives would. 

The Wind-god became jealous. 

He whirls about restlessly. 

He roars in rage, hits hard, bellows. 

He wails, whirls, throbs. 

He runs, rises up, is agitated. 

Space and light, united in silence, laugh. 

The wind-god is strong. 

His fame is big. | That fame is good. 

But Cosmic Space and Light are superior to him. 
Daily they unite in silence and rejoice. 

They are triumphant. 

O Sun, It is you that are the god, Light 

Space makes love to you ardently. 

Your union is agreeable. 

May you live for ever. 
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A section from Sakti (4 Energy 7): 


The last 


The snake-charmer plays on the flute. 


We've heard, “ Our sweetest songs are those that tell of 


saddest thought ”. 

But though the music of the charmer is very sweet, 
there is not even ап undertone of sadness. 

It is like the argument of a scholar 


Or an orator’s continuous flow of short sentences packed 
with thought. 


A child explained its import thus: 

“ I adorned the image of Mother Supreme with flowers. 
but a donkey came to eat them. " 

I built this body to serve as abode of the Mother. 

But disease, consequence of sin, came to eat it. 

I surrendered to Mother Supreme. 

The disease disappeared. 


Mother. Supreme dwells in my heart and illumines it. 
illustration, а passage from “ The Sun” again : 


Poets, Scholars, come, let us sing of lightning. 

Lightning is one sport, one appearance, of the Light Divine. 
The Greeks worshipped it and gained light. 

We pay it homage. 

May it illumine our intelligence. 

Thes cloud-children pour forth the flowers of lightning. 
No place without electric power. 

All gods һауе it. 
In black rock, white sand, green leaf, red flower, blue cloud, 
wind, mountain-everywhere does electric power lie dormant. 
We praise it. 
May lightning be born in our eyes. 


May it flow in waves in our hearts. 
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May it appear on the right hand. 

May our song be charged with electric power. 
May our words hit with electric power. 
Lightning kills the weak. 

It adds strength to the strong. 

May it nurture our strength. 

Light, lightning, flame, gem, 

Sun, moon, planets, stars — 

nay, all that are lustrous 

We hail and praise. 

We applaud all of them. 

We praise the sun. 
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1. OBEISANCE TO MOTHER (1908) 


Obeisance to Mother! 
Triumphant Mother! 
Obeisance to thee! 


Triumph to Bharat! 
Triumph to Bharat! 
Triumph, Triumph! 
Obeisance to Mother! 


Men and women of Ind 
Intone in one voice 
The slogan of power 
Obeisance to Mother! 


Despite pain and woe 
Our countrymen all 
Sing in ecstasy 
Obeisance to Mother! 


Be it triumph or death, 
United we stand 
To chant in vigour 
Obeisance to Mother! 
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2. WORSHIP MOTHER IND (1908) 

Worship Mother Ind — — Let's 

Worship Mother Ind. 


Caste and faith we reck not; 

Be they Brahmins or others 

It makes no difference, 

For they're born in this blest land. 
Worship Mother Ind — — Let's 
Worship Mother Ind. 


Base-born Pariahs so-called, 
Aren't they our own countrymen? 
Can we treat them as strangers 
Determined to effect our ruin? 
Worship Mother Ind —— Let's 
Worship Mother Ind. 


Countless castes cut us apart; 
Yet what right for aliens to intrude? 
Offspring of one mother may fall out, 
But aren't they brothers all? 
Worship Mother Ind — — Let's 
Worship Mother Ind. 


Unity is key to felicity; 
Discord will lead to distress: 
We must discern this truth — 
No higher wisdom than this. 


Worship Mother Ind — — Let's 
Worship Mother Ind. 


Whatever may betide, 


That'll be our common lot; 
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Either all Indians shall prosper 
Or all Indians shall perish. 


Ashamed of the bygone days 
Spent in servile toil, 
Resolved to end the infamy, 
We pooh-pooh subservience. 


Worship Mother Ind — — Let's 
Worship Mother Ind. 


B—7 
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2. WORSHIP MOTHER IND (1908) 

Worship Mother Ind — — Let's 

Worship Mother Ind. 


Caste and faith we reck not; 

Be they Brahmins or others 

It makes no difference, 

For they're born in this blest land. 


Worship Mother Ind — — Let's 
Worship Mother Ind. 


Base-born Pariahs so-called, 
Aren't they our own countrymen? 
Can we treat them as strangers 
Determined to effect our ruin? 
Worship Mother Ind —— Let's 
Worship Mother Ind. 


Countless castes cut us apart; 
Yet what right for aliens to intrude? 
Offspring of one mother may fall out, 
But aren't they brothers all? 
Worship Mother Ind — — Let's 
Worship Mother Ind. 


Unity is key to felicity; 
Discord will lead to distress: 
We must discern this truth — 
No higher wisdom than this. 


Worship Mother Ind — — Let's 
Worship Mother Ind. 


Whateyer may betide, 


That'll be our common lot; 
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Either all Indians shall prosper 


Or all Indians shall perish. 


Ashamed of the bygone days 

Spent in servile toil, 

Resolved to end the infamy, 

We pooh-pooh subservience. 
Worship Mother Ind — — Let's 
Worship Mother Ind. 


B—7 
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BHARAT LAND 


Fear no more! Foes will fall! 


Bharat Land is ours. 


On the peaks of Himavant we'll parade; 
Our ships shall sail the high seas; 


Schools all will become sacred shrines; 


Proclaim proudly, “ Bh 


arat. is ours! " 


Fear no тоге! Foes will fall! 
Bharat Land is ours. 


A bridge we'll build to Lanka; 


Sethu* will rise to be 
With the surplus watei 


a street; 
5 of Bengal, 


The midlands we'll irrigate. 


Fear no more! Foes will fall! 
Bharat Land is ours. 


Metals extracted. from 


ores 


Dug out of deep mines, 


We'll sell in lands far 


and near 


And buy all the goods we need. 


Fear no more! Foes will fall! 
Bharat Land is ours. 


We'll dive for pearls in the Southerm Sea. 


On the Western shore 


Shall throng 


Merchants of many countries 


For exchanging commodities with us. 


Fear no more! Foes will fall! 


Bharat Land 


is ours. 


1 Sethu (Adam’s Bridge), 


a reef of sunken rocks connecting the north of 


Lanka with the mainland of India, 30 feet wide with 3 or 4 feet of water 


above it at high tide, said to have been constructed to enable Rama’s 
forces to cross over to Lanka. 


https://arcBinewang/detüilE/usitlhuleksbwiacademy 


CC@CIO.PulfichDoamabighizgtic Єву акуш ісбікіаніфкебвавіви а Gemgotri 


TRANSLATION OF SELECTED РОЕМ$ ОЕ BHARATI 87 


Singing songs in sweet Telugu, 
With lovely girls of Kerala, 
We'll row our boats and rollick 
On the moonlit river Sindhu. 
Fear no more! Foes will fall! 


Bharat Land is ours. 


For the wheat of the Ganga valley 
The betel of Kaveri basin we'll exchange; 
Gifts of Kerala ivory we'll offer 
For the poems of valiant Marathas. 
Fear no more! Foes will fall! 
Bharat Land is ours. 


What the scholars speak at Varanasi 
We'll have instruments to hear at Kanchi. 
The heroes of Rajasthan we'll honour 
With the refined gold of Karnatak. 

Fear no more! Foes will fall! 


Bharat Land is ours. 


Silken fabrics and cotton clothes 

We'll weave іп abundance; 

Traders from abroad will have them 

In return for valuable wares. 
Fear no more! Foes will fall! 
Bharat Land is ours. 


Both weapons and paper we'll make. 

Factories we'll set up; also schools. 

We'll never be lazy or weary. 

We'll speak the truth and practise bounty. 
Fear no more! Foes will fall! 
Bharat Land is ours. 
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Umbrellas as well as ploughshares 
Gunnybags as well as iron nails 
Road vehicles and aeroplanes 
And massive ships we'll make. 


Fear no more! Foes will fall! 
Bharat Land is ours. 


Both scriptures and sciences we'll learn; 
The heavens and oceans we'll explore; 
The mysteries of the moon we'll unravel; 
The art of street-sweeping too we'll study. 


Fear no more ! Foes will fall ! 
Bharat Land is ours. 


Sagas and sylvan forests 

Fine arts and furnaces 

Paintings and precision tools 

Nay, all the goods, material and spiritual 
We'll make in wholesome delight 


Avvai’s* immortal message 

We'll live up to for ever. 

Only two castes there are, said she: 
Those helpful to others are the highborn — 
The upright men of virtue. 

All the rest are low-born. 


Fear no more ! Foes will fall ! 
Bharat land is ours. 


Avvai, a famous Tamil poetess, author of many poems found in ancient | 
classics; some popular minor didactic poems are also ascribed to her. | 
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4 OUR INDIA (1908) \ 


Himavant is our mountain, 
Peerless on earth; 

Ganga is our torrent, 
Matchless in her beauty; 

The occult Upanishads are ours, 
No scripture to equal them. 
Praise we Bharat, shining like gold, 

Our own land, unique! 


Ours is a land of venerable age 

Where rode a myriad heroes on chariots 
Where flourished many a seer and saint 
Where were heard Narada’s Orphic melodies 
Where is ever sought all that is good 
Which was illumined by perfect wisdom 
Which was flooded by Buddha’s compassion. 
Let us sing Bharat’s glory — 


She is beyond compare. 


Hardships shall daunt us no more. 
Indigence shall no more be our lot. 
Kow-towing for self-interest, 

We shall abjure for ever. 

The call of the motherland 

Shall never find us wanting. 


Milk, honey and sugarcane, 

Plantains and other fruits апа paddy 

Our land yields in plenty; 

Sing we of the glory of this sacred land, 
Superior to all the rest on earth. 
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3. 
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in | 


5. OUR MOTHER (1909) 2227 


When was our Mother bora — 

Who can hazard a guess? 

Not even the learned that discern 
What happened in the days of yore. 


Though our Mother's age 
No one can compute, 
Alone on earth does she shine 


For ever in virgin bloom. 


Three hundred million 

Her faces are;* 

Bur all, all of them 

Throb with one vibraat life. 


4. Eighteen are the languages 


5. 


6 


7. 


That she speaks; 
But animating them all 
Is only one thought. 


Vedas are the speech 
Of this sword-wielding Lady; 
Merciful to her votaries, 


She extirpates evil men. 


- Six hundred million 
Her hands are; 


All of them perform 
Only righteous deeds. 


If vile wretches there are 
That seek to subdue her, 


1 The undivided population of India at that time was about 300 million 


(hence, also, the later reference to 600 million hands.) 
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She routs them ай 


And reduces them to pulp. 


8. Моге patient than Earth 
is our Holy Mother; 
But before wicked теп 
She is Durga, the destroyer. 


wo 


She adores the ascetic God 

That wears the horned moon on the matted locks.’ 
She worships as well the cdiscus-bearer* 

That protects the seven Worlds. 


iO. Peerless in mystic meditation, 
She perceives that Truth is One; 
She also revels in worldly joys — 


This Lady of immense riches. 


. Rulers reputed for 

Justice seasoned with mercy 

She blesses with boons in plenty 

Others she devours and dances in delight. 


12. Heroic daughter she is 
Of the snow-clad Нітатані ; 
Even if his might should melt away 
She will grow from strength to strength. 


2 Siva. 
2 Vishnu. 
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6. THE PLANT OF LIBERTY 
l. Not with water, 
But with tears, O God! 


Did we cherish this plant. 
Would vou let it wither? 


2. The lovely lamp 
Aflame in our hearts 


With the ghee of our thoughts — 
Would you let it die? 


3. Listless we were 
For a thousand years; 


Now the ruby is within reach — 
Shall we forfeit it? 


4. ' Virtue will triumph! ” 
Is this gospel false? 
As for our past sins, 
Haven't we suffered enough? 


5. See you пої patriots 
Put behind the bars? 
See you not the wise 
Forced to work the oil-press?* 


6. Don't you discern the agony 
Of numerous men, pure of heart, 
Groping in the dark 
Like children blind. 


7. Can't you see the loving youths 
Paralysed in will-power 
By pangs of enforced parting 
From wives and children? 


1 Here the poet alludes to the punishment meted out to the stalwart 
У. О. Chidambaram Pillai in prison. 
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Bereft of your many boons 
We writhe in agony. 

Who'll rush 10 our succour 
If not you, Mother Divine? 


Wasn't. paradisal freedom 

Your benediction benign? 
When heartless men seize it 
Won't you come to our help? 


. Isn't. life ruined 


When there are no rains? 
What can helpless souls do 
When freedom is robbed? 


You grant the requests of men 
Free from falsity. 

Are we then frauds? 

Don't you perceive our purity? 


- All this ordeal 


That makes us wail, 
Do we undergo 
For what is false? 


- By your grace, 


For your sake, 
We urge your libertv;? 
Why no pity? 


- 15 our demand novel? 


Don’t you descry 
The eminence of our forbears 
From times immemorial? 


- Tf true it is that 


You and Virtue last for ever 
Grant us this boon 
Ere we perish. 


з i her 
Inasmuch as freedom for India is freedom for a manifestation of Mot 
Goddess. 
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7. A PRAYER TO LORD KRISHNA ү 


When will this fervour for freedom bear fruit? 
When shall we be rid of our craze for bondage ? 
When will our Mother's manacles break to pieces? 
When shall we see an end to our ordeals? 

O builder of Bharat in the days of yore! 

О upholder of the virtuous way of life! 

Doesn't your Grace guarantee victory? 


How can you leave your devotees in the doldrums? 


Should your votaries be condemned to famine and disease? 
Who then are destined to be exalted and illustrious? 
How can you, our chosen refuge, let us down? 

Will any mother leave her own child in the lurch? 
Paragon of valour! Sovereign of India! 

Aren’t you bound to banish our fear? 


Venerable one! have you forgotten vour duty? 
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8. DELIVERANCE | —^ 


Deliverance! deliverance! deliverance! 

To the Pariahs, the Tiyas, the Pulayas 
Deliverance! 

To the Paravas, the Kuravas, the Maravas З 
Deliverance! 
Come one! Come all! 

Let us all become learned and wise! 

Let us do useful and skilful work. 


Deliverance! Deliverance! Deliverance! 


No more penury! No more slavery! 
None is low-born in India. 
Learning and wealth, each and all shall attain. 
Soul shall flow to soul in joy; 
We'll live together as equals, 
as persons of the same status. 


Deliverance! Deliverance! Deliverance! 


We will burn the folly 
that despises womenfolk. 
No more subservience or slavery 
In апу walk of life. 
Men and women shall equal be 
In this land of ours. 
Deliverance! Deliverance! Deliverance! 


* The Pariahs, the Tiyas and the Pulayas are among the lowest castes, oppre- 
ssed for long. The Paravas (the fishermen caste), the Kuravas (nomadic 
hunters) and the Maravas (looked down upon as “ criminal tribes " in the 
British days) were also treated as low castes. 
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9. PALLU on Liberty (1907) L^. 


At atime when militant mass struggles were by and large 
confined to the middle classes and political freedom seemed at the 
most a remote possibility, Bharati's incandescent imaginative 
insight enabled him to visualize the exultant celebration of the 
achievement of political and social liberation. Тһе song called 
Pallu is sung by the Pallas, a Harijan caste, in their own folk 
rhythm. It is evident that Bharati visualized national liberation 
as all-inclusive social liberation wrought by the conscious upsurge 
of the oppressed masses. 


Let us sing the Pallu and tread the measure. 
Let us revel and rejoice in our liberty. 


Gone are the days when the Brahmin was revered for his birth. 

Gone are the days of kow-towing to alien jackboots. 

Gone are the days of submission to wretched suppliants. 

Gone are the days of serving the contemptible tricksters. 
Let us sing the Pallu and tread the measure. 
Let us revel -and rejoice in our liberty. 


Freedom is the talk everywhere 
Equality is ensured for one amd all. 
Let us blow the conch of triumph 
And broadcast this to the whole world. 


Let us sing the Pallu and tread the measure. 
Let us revel and rejoice in our liberty. 


A new era has dawned, 
When we find all of us members of one another, 
When lies and guile have become extinct, 
When only the good are hailed as great 
When ruin has seized the vile hypocrites. 
Let us sing the Pallu and tread the measure. 
Let us revel and rejoice in our liberty. | 
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We shall revere the toilers in fields and factories. 
We shall despise and deride the parasitic leeches. 
No more shall we irrigate the weeds, 
Nor shall we sweat for the idle wretches. 
Let us sing the Pallu and tread the measure. 
Let us revel and rejoice іп our liberty. 


We now perceive that this land we live in is ours, 
That we alone have sovereign right over this land; 
We shall no more sweat and slave for any one on earth. 
We shall thrive, serving God and God alone. 
Let us sing the Pallu and tread the measure. 
Let us revel and rejoice in our liberty. 
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10. А PAEAN TO THE GODDESS OF FREEDOM (1999) 


Though whisked away from happy home 
and tortured behind bars, 
Though deprived of affluence and joy 
and ridiculed, reproached and reviled, 
Though wasted away and ruined 
by all kinds of afflictions galore, 
Goddess of Freedom, never shall shall I forget 
То рау homage to thee. 


Though unrivalled in wealth 
Though unique in erudition 
Though of infinite renown 
What is a man worth 

if he is denied thy grace? 
His is the dark life of a wretch ; 
He is a mere bejewelled corpse. 


Goddess dear, a nation bereft of thy light, 

can it be a nation at all? 
Can it acquire a soul, wisdom or wealth, 

or produce epics, fine arts, or scriptures? 
Aren’t they all arrant sinners 


that aren't vouchsafed thy protection? 


Mother dear, bestower of nobility, 

miserable are men without thy grace. 
Perpetual prey to ailments, 

they know no ardour in life. 
Laughed to scorn even by the meanest, 

they lead a wretched life. 
Unable to opt for a life of honour, 


they experience no Joy even in dreams. 
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П. PRAISE YE THE NATIONAL FLAG (1909) va 


It is well-known that the present-day tricolour flag of the 
Indian National Congress came into vogue only in the Gandhian 
era—informally in the twenties and officially since the early 
thirties. 


But even when the first big wave of the struggle for free- 
dom began in 1905 the revolutionary intelligentsia felt keenly 
the need for a national fiag that would be a rallying symbol of the 
patriotic people of India. The first national flag hoisted at the 
Parsee Bagan Square in Calcutta on August 7, 1906 had the 
three horizontal bands of red, yellow and green in that order. 
There were eight white lotus Помег5 on the red band, Vande 
Mataram (7 obeisance to Mother 7) in Devanagari script on the 
yellow band, and the sun, the crescent moon and a star on the 
green band. 


The flag hoisted at Paris in 1907 by Madame Cama and other 
exiled patriots differed from the Calcutta flag in that on the red 
band it had, instead of the eight lotus flowers, one lotus flower 
апа the seven stars of the Plough or the Great Bear to denote the 
seven sages of Indian mythology. 


It was in this period when the National flag was in the process 
of evolution that Bharati wrote his flag poem in 1909. Jt descri- 
bes the flag envisioned by him. 


Bharati did not opt for the tricolour flag of Madame Cama 
and others. А thorough-going revolutionary, who printed the 
weekly India itself on red paper, he opted for a wholly red flag. 
Hence his epithets Mani (Sanskrit * Mani 77), and Manickam 
(Sanskrit * Manikya'**), as well as Ceyya. Mani could denote 
not only “дет” but also "sapphire" or “ruby” in particular. 
Manickam is ‘ruby’. So the two noun- adjuncts denote 
that it is a ruby flag, i.e., 2 bright red flag. Again, the adjective 
Сеууа іп Tamil means ` гей”. Attention is drawn to this obvious 
point in as much as it is usually ignored and it is made to appear 


* The consonant sound represented Бу п in the two words:is:not the dental 
nasal but the retroflex nasal. 
** The first a in nianikya is to be pronounced as a long guttural. 
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that Bharati was a political innccent who sang of the flag without 
specifying its colour. 


Bharati's urge for Hindu-Muslim Unity led him to provide, 
on the Flag, for the thunderbolt (a weapon sharp-edged at both 
ends and held in the middle) of Indra, the Lord of the 
celestials, and the crescent moon sacred to Islam on the other. 
The ‘mantra’ referred to in Section 3 is Vande Mataram specified 
in Section І. (Mantra here means “ sacred formula ” of invocation 
of the Goddess Mother India.) The prophetic insight of Bharati 
is vivid in his unique vision—unique for his time—of India asa 
union of linguistic nationalities. 


Behold the bright-red flag of our Mother! 
Bow to it! Pay homage! Praise it! 


І. On the towering height of the post 
Flies the Crimson banner outspread 
Neatly inscribed on its top is 
“ Obeisance to the Mother ". 
Behold the bright-red flag of our Mother! 
Bow to it! Pay homage! Praise it! 


2. Who dare call it а mere piece of silken cloth? 
Storms may rage and roar in all their might, 
But the ruby flag will remain defiant and steadfast. 


Behold the bright red flag of our Mother! 
Bow to it! Pay homage! Praise it! 


3. Indra’s thunderbolt on one side, 


Crescent moon of Islam on the other, 
The Mantra in between — 


Oh! how can I expound its excellence? 


Behold the bright-red Slag of our Mother! 
Bow to it! Pay homage! Praise it! 
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4. Under the post are rallied 
Countless men of rare mettle; 
Trusty stalwarts are they 
Ready to lay down their very lives 
In defence of the national flag. 


Behold the bright-red flag of our Mother! 
Bow to it! Pay homage! Praise it! 


5. Isn't it supreme felicity 
To view this parade of phalanxes? 
Brilliant. gallants are they all, 
Power panting within their beflowered chests. 


Behold the bright-red Лаз of our Mother! 
Bow to it! Pay homage! Praise it! 


6. The plucky gallants of Tamilnad; 
The valorous warriors of Kerala; 
The resolute ghters of Andhra; 
The Tulus, patriotic to the соге; 


7. The Kannadigas and the Oriyas; 
The Marathas who defy death in battle; 
The Mallas of North India, 
As gracious as the gods of rhe golden city; 


8. The Rajputs whose glory won't fade 
As long as the world lasts, 
Feminine virtue is aglow, 

Righteous valour is valued; 


9. The people of the Land of the Five Rivers, 
Where arose Arjun and others heroes numerous ; 
The Bengalis, who cannot forget 
Service to Motherland even in sleep ; 


10. All these have come together 
To guard the National flag. 
May their stout-willed heroism live for ever! 
May the glory of the flag they revere endure for ever! 


B—8 й 
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12. ARISE, AWAKE, MOTHER INDIA (1910) ~~ 


Basing himself on the Tamil tradition of singing songs to wake 
up the deity, in a temple at sunrise—it is really the devotee's prayer 
to God to come into his consciousness—Bharati sings an aubade 
to Mother India. It is in short an appeal to the listener to live for 
his country. 


1. The day hath dawned; 
Our austerities have fructified; 
The vile forces of darkness have melted into thin air; 
The golden beams of the morning sun illumine all over; 
The sun of wisdom shines in all its splendour. 
Thousands on thousands are we, your votaries, 
Gathered to praise you and pay you homage. 
Amazing it is that you are still asleep. 
Arise, Awake, Mother dear. 


го 


Birds boom, drums din; 
The song of freedom fills the air. 
Listen, O, Listen to the blast of the conches. 
Women fill the streets; 
Wise Brahmins recite ihe Vedas 
And chant thy holy name. 
Soul of my soul, pure ambrosia, 
Arise, Mother, awake. 


3. We behold the sky bathed in sunlight ; 
We long to see thy eyes Jtoodlight the earth. 
Our own loving hearts in bloom 
We offer at your lotus-red feet. 
O Mother of the Vedas and Ше numerous sciences 
Whose excellence defies description! 
O Mother pure, whose trident caused 
The demons to tremble, Awake. 
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4. Dost thou not know our heartfelt longing 
10 behold thy Srace-raining eyes? 
Golden опе! Offspring of the snow-crowned 
Lord of the Himalayas! 
How long should ме, poor souls, yearn, 
And what penances perform, for thy grace? 
15 it proper that thou shouldest Still slumber? 
My life sweet, awake. 


5. No mother remains asleep when her kids call hér! 
Mother of a vast Country, canst thou not realize this? 
What kind of mother is she 
Who doesn't respond to infant’s lisps? 
Queen, Sovereign of great Bharat! 
In all your eighteen languages 
We salute and extol thee in several ways. 
Arise! Awake! thou who gavest birth to us! 
Bless us with thy benign reign. 
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13. NEW RUSSIA 


Subrahmanya Bharati was perhaps the first great poet to 
hail the Russian Revolution within a few weeks of the November 
Revolution. Piercing through the mist of misinformation and 
miasma of slander, this South Indian poet recognized intuitively 
the world historic significance of the Revolution of 1917 which he 
saw as a single event commencing in March and culminating in 
November. 


The Magna Mater towards Russia 

Turned her benign glance: 

Lo! tornado-like whirled 

The epoch-making Revolution; 

The tyrant screamed as he crashed below. 
An event of cosmic import it was: 

The heavenly gods' shining shoulders 
Swelled with joy and pride; 

While the devils, their eyes drowned in tears, 
Went blind and died. 

Ye men of the earth, 

Behold this wonder! 


II 


Like Hiranya of old the tyrant ruled — 

The accursed known as the Czar; 

Good men and saintly souls writhed without refuge; 
Justice and Virtue, 

The idiot Czar treated as of no account; 

Lies, deceits, and a myriad evils, 

Like snakes in the dark Jungle, 

Teemed and flourished in that land. 
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HI 


Hunger gnawed at the vitals 

Of those who ploughed, sowed and reaped; 
Fell diseases abounded. 

Servile votaries of falsehood 

Amassed lucre; 

Those who dared to Speak the truth 

Underwent unheard-of tortures in prison-cells 
Or died on the gallows. 

Many of them in ghoulish Siberian wasteland 


Languished and perished. 
IV 


Even for a murmur people were jailed, 

For a protest banishment, and in this wise 
Virtue was shattered, 

Vice reigned in her place. 

The Great Mother’s heart was touched; 

The compassionate glance 

By which she protects her truth-loving devotees, 
She turned on that land 

And the tyrant fell. 


Y 


Like the Himalayas crashing, 

The wicked Czar fell with a bang; 

One and all of those around him 

Who cringed and uttered lies to suit his whims, 
Who conspired to murder Virtue— 

All of them were smashed to smithereens, 
Even as the stormy whirlwind in a forest 
Knocks down all the trees 

And makes pulp out of it. 
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13. NEW RUSSIA 


Subrahmanya Bharati was perhaps the first great poet to 
hail the Russian Revolution within a few weeks of the November 
Revolution. Piercing through the mist of misinformation and 
miasma of slander, this South Indian poet recognized intuitively 
the world historic significance of the Revolution of 1917 which he 
saw as a single event commencing in March and culminating in 
November. 


The Magna Mater towards Russia 

Turned her benign glance: 

Lo! tornado-like whirled 

The epoch-making Revolution; 

The tyrant screamed as he crashed below. 
An event of cosmic import it was: 

The heavenly gods’ shining shoulders 
Swelled with joy and pride; 

While the devils, their eyes drowned in tears, 
Went blind and died. 

Ye men of the earth, 

Behold this wonder! 


П 


Like Hiranya of old the tyrant ruled — 

The accursed known as the Czar; 

Good men and saintly souls writhed without refuge; 
Justice and Virtue, 

The idiot Czar treated as of no account; 

Lies, deceits, and a myriad evils, 

Like snakes in the dark jungle, 

Teemed and flourished in that land. 
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Ш 


Hunger gnawed at the vitals 

Of those who ploughed, sowed and reaped; 
Fell diseases abounded. 

Servile votaries of falsehood 

Amassed lucre; 

Those who dared to speak the truth 

Underwent unheard-of tortures in prison-cells 
Or died on the gallows. 

Many of them in ghoulish Siberian wasteland 


Languished and perished. 
IV 


Even for a murmur people were jailed, 

For а protest banishment, and in this wise 
Virtue was shattered, 

Vice reigned in her place. 

The Great Mother's heart was touched; 

The compassionate glance 

By which she protects her truth-loving devotees, 
She turned on that land 

And the tyrant fell. 


у 


Like the Himalayas crashing, 

The wicked Czar fell with a bang; 

One and all of those around him 

Who cringed and uttered lies to suit his whims, 
Who conspired to murder Virtue— 

All of them were smashed to smithereens, 
Even as the stormy whirlwind in a forest 
Knocks down all the trees 

And makes pulp out of it. 
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Vi 
The people are masters of their lives, 
Their welfare advanced by their own laws. 
Lo! in a trice has it arisen. 
This is people's state, they proclaimed, 
So that the whole world might know. 
“ Gone are the slaves’ shackles, 
Know ye all, 
No more shall man be a slave ”, 
said they. 
Like a thunder-riven wall 
collapsed the Iron-Age 
Arise ve, the Golden Age. 
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14. INDIAN COMMONWEALTH (1920 « 7 


Inspired by the Russian Revolution, Bharati, the life-long 
crusader against all forms of oppression, sang in this soul-stirring 
song his prophecy of a new Indian society, a commonwealth of 
toilers. He calls it a communist society. Of course he was not a 
Marxist. But for him the Gita perception of the identity of all 


men—we are all members of one another—can find fulfilment only 
іп a communist society. 


Long live the Indian Commonwealth! 


Long live the triumphant Commonwealth! 


A fraternity of three hundred millions* 
Holding all property in common; 
i A society without a compeer, 
A wonder to the whole world! 
Long live the Indian Commonwealth! 


Long live the triumphant Commonwealth! 


No more shall man exploit man: 
No more shall men let their fellows suffer: 
To that senseless mode of life 

We have rung the death-knell. 

No longer shall it corrupt us. 


Our vast land is dotted with | 


З h 

Sweet gardens, groves and large fields. | 
Grains, roots and fruits | 
She gives us in profusion. | 


Her bounty knows по stint. 
Here is God's plenty. 
Long live the Indian Commonwealth! 


Long live the triumphant Commonwealth! 


* The undivided population of India was a little over 300 millions in 1920 
when Bharati sang this song. 
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We shall lay down the law 
For all time to come— 
А law we shall live up to at all events: 
We'll blow up the social order 
That lets any man starve. 
Long live the Indian Commonwealth! 
Long live the triumphant Commonwealth! 


“ I live in all forms of life ” 
Said Lord Krishna 


India will live up to this truth. 


She will show the way to paradisal bliss 


For one and all on earth. 
Yes, India will blaze the trail for that happy consummatione 
Yes, Yes, India will blaze the trail. 

Long live the Indian Commonwealth! 


Long live the triumphant С ommonwealth! 


Ours is one lineage, one nation. 

Children of India are we all, 

Intrinsically of the same class, 

We are all of equal value. 

Monarchs of our motherland are we all. 

Yes, we are all, all rulers of the realm. 

Yes, Yes, we are all Sovereigns of this land. 
Long live the Indian Commonwealth! 


Long live the triumphant Commonwealth! 
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15. TAMIL iw 


l. Ofall the languages I've learnt 
None is so mellifluous as Т, amil. 
But we, steeped in ignorance, live like beasts. 
15 it right for us, contemptible apostates, 
To have the cheek to call ourselves Tamils? 
We must do our best to broadcast 
Tuneful Tamil all over the world. 


ә 


Of all the Poets Гус studied 

None on earth can be compared 

To Kamban, Valluvar, or Hango. 

This is God's own truth, 

Unalloyed with conceited boast. 

Yet deaf-dumb and blind are we. 

If we are earnest about our emancipation, 


Tamil must thrive, ringing in every street. 


3 Foreign classics we must render in Tamil; 
New masterpieces must be penned in Tamil; 
No point in telling ourselves idle tales of our past glory: 


People abroad must revere our literary excellence. 


4. If truth illumines our hearts 
Our words will be winged with light. 
If arts and poetry surge in flood 
The blind pitched into the ditch 
Will gain vision and power. 
Whoever tastes the ambrosial Tamil 
Will live on earth in glory divine. 
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16. MOTHER TAMIL’S ADDRESS TO HER CHILDREN 


Siva the supreme was my Father; 
Sage Agastya* tcok d light in те. 
Grammar, complete and perfect, 
The Brahmin endowed me with. 


The three roval families? 

Cherished me with loving care; 
Among advanced languages І stood 
As peer of sublime Sanskrit. 


Poets, erudite, experienced and wise, 
Combined wine and fire, wind and the cosmic space; 
Out of that alchemy arose 


Sweet poems to enrich me. 


4.  Treatises, scientific and Spiritual, 


Scholars equipped me with; 
And glory was mine 


That reached the ends of the earth. 


5. The blasted sight of the God of Death 


1 Agastya, author of several Vedic hymns, 


? The three royal families are the dynasties 
the Pandyas, who ruled the Tamil Country 

з Perhaps Bharati means that 
grew ecstatic (wine), and scalin: 
entire cosoms within the ken of 
rapturous songs of fiery power, 
ennobling them and endowing with a tru 


Cannot know good Лот evil ; 
He sweeps away 


All that comes his way. 


Like the flood of a jungle river 
That carries off all before it, 


is said to nave composed 
the first Tamil Grammar. 


of the Cheras, the Cholas and 
In ancient. times. 

these poets were inspired souls (wind), 
в undreamt-of heights embraced the 
their imagination. and poured forth 
thereby purifying their hearers, 
ily cosmic vision. 


https://arcBinewang/detüilE/usttlhuleksbwiacademy 


ССО Раі о DainaDighigtid Єву айну Relssdartióte Seas Ca tbe G@emgotri 


TRANSLATION. ОЕ SELECTED POEMS OF BHARATI 111 


The Lord of Death does away with 
All kinds of wordly goods. 


Іп those salad days of mine 
Many were the languages 
Spoken within my hearing; 

See, they are all dead and gone. 


се 


By the Grace of ту Holy Father, 
By the merits of the poets of old, 
The lord of death never dared 
Even to look up at те. 


9. But now I heard an ominous remark; 
What shall I do, ту beloved children? 
The remark hit me like a Satal blow. 
Listen intently to those sii ster words :- 


10. “ Ever new sciences that reveal 
The operations of the material world 
In all their subtleties and precision 
Grow apace in the west. 


1. 7 These disciplines are to Tamil unknown; 
Tamil cannot expound them; 
Tt hasn’t the power to do so.” 
“ It will die а slow death ” 
So spake the simpleton. 


12. Alas! Should І suffer this зпієта? 
Journey in all directions, ту children, 
Bring me all the wealth 
Of all the arts and sciences, new-grown. 


15. By the Grace of my Holy Father, 
By the merits of modern authors, 
This reproach shall be wipe« clean. 
Gaining ever-growing glory 
ГІЇ live on earth for ever. 
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17. Тһе“КОММІ” of Women who have won their Liberation 


(Kummi is a dance with singing and clapping of hands to tune 
by girls in a circle. The song that accompanies the dance is also 
known as Kummi). 


І. Dance the Kummi! Tread the measure! 
Clap hands to time for all Tamils to hear! 
Sing, sing aloud in unison; 

“ Forced to flee are the fiends 
That preyed on us so long ". 


һә 


Gone, gone for good are those 
That thought it a sin 
For women to touch books. 
Put to shame are the odd creatures 
That confined us in our homes. 
Dance the Kummi! Tread the measure ! 


Clap hands to time Лог all Tamils to hear! 


3.  Defeated and disgraced are they 
Who sought to beat us up, break our will 
And tame and tie us down to homes 
As if we were animals. 
Dance the Kummi! Tread the measure! 


Clap hands to time Sor all Tamils 10 hear! 


4. Pet dogs are not consulted 
When for a price the y are sold; 
They treated us also like dogs. 
So are they branded with infamy. 
Dance the Kummi! Tread the measure! 
Clap hands to time Sor all Tamils to hear! 


5. If they talk of conjugal fidelity 
We'll make it mandatory on both; 
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The institution of enforced marriage 
We'll smash to smithereens. 
Dance the Kummi! Tread the measure! 
Clap hands to time for all Tamils to hear! 


6. To make the laws and wield power 
Have we women risen in strength. 
Not a Whit are Women 
Inferior in intellect to men. 
Dance tle Kummi! Tread the measure! 
Clap hands to time for all Tamils to hear! 


7. Dance the Kummi and declare 
That scriptures and ethical codes 
We'll make anew; 

We'll cook food and also 
Create a divine race. 


Dance the Kummi! Tread 


Clap hands to time for alè Tenis тә қаз 


8. Not for lucre but for love sis 
Share we'll in the spouse's i 
In women's virtues shall we exce 
Our forbears of the palmy says oF ole. 
Dance the Қаша! (ху v меди 


Clap һшатіу do time For gil Pauls te tous. 
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18 LABOUR 


Ye that heat and melt iron 

Ye makers of machinery 

Ye squeezers of juice from sugarcane 

Ye divers into the sea for pearl-oysters 

Ye that drip sweat in a thousand trades — 
І praise and glorify you all: 

You do Brahma’s* work on earth. 


Ye that temper clay and make pots 

Ye that hew wood and build homes 

Ye the givers of fruit, ripe and green, 

Ye that till the wet lands and grow crops 
Ye suppliers of oil, milk and ghee 

Ye spinners and weavers of fine fabrics— 
Gods protect us from Heaven : 


Ye protect us on earth. 


Ye creators of songs and poems 

Ye artists of the classical dance 

Ye observers of the truth of material world 

and architects of sciences therein 

Ye that guide us in Virtue's way 

Ye that enable us to experience the joys we seek — 
Ye are all gods in visible shape 
We behold the Divine in you, unsought. 


1 Brahma : Hindu God of creation. 
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1. ТОМ-ТОМ 


Tom-tom the victory 
making the welkin ring. 
Tom-tom that the Vedas 
will thrive for ever. 
Tom-tom devotion to Mother 
who danced with the forehead-eyed God. 


1. Let me speak of good to the people, 
of the truth I've perceived. 
Nay the First Cause of all good 


render aid to те. 


2. The Brahmin is he 
who knows the Vedas and sciences; 
The Naik? is he 


who chastises the guilty justly. 


3. The Vaisya? is he 
who sells goods and relieves others' hunger. 
None are slaves here; 


nothing more infamous than idleness. 


4. The four varnas* are one; 
if one of the four isn't there 
Work will be wrecked; 
society will be doomed. 


а нан ана на анна 
1 Forehead-eyed God : Lord Siva, who has his third eye on the forehead. 


2 Маїк : governor or chief. Неге the word denotes the ruling class. 

з Vaisya : the class of traders and merchants. 

* Varnas : the mythical four-fold division of society, which was regarded 
as “ fundamental, primeval, and divinely ordained " (Basham); the four 
classes are priest, warrior, peasant and serf. As Basham points out, “Тһе 
term does not mean, and has never meant, * caste ' by which convenient 
word it is often loosely translated ”. 
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11. 


BHARATI: PATRIOT. POET, PROPHET 


In any family father 
exerts and earns wealth; 
Doing other jobs, mother 


makes the home prosper ; 


Children run errands. 
Aren't they all one family? 
They all strive in unison 


and ensure a happy home. 


Wretches there are 
who speak of castes high and low, 
adopt discriminatory codes 


and kindle constant conflicts. 


Down with the cruel caste system! 
Mankind will prosper in love. 
Let's toil in concord; 

We'll excel in a thousand trades. 


God's eternal providence 

endowed women with wisdom ; 
But some fools on earth 

have blighted their perception. 


Would any put out one of the eyes 
and obscure the view? 

If women become learned and wise 
the world will be rid of ignorance. 


Fools talk of several gods 
and stoke the fires of enmity. 
God is one Essential principle: 
He permeates one and all. 


https://arcBinawang/detüilE/ustthuleksbwiacademy 


СС@СЧа Palico Remabigitigtid x Evita Fakshati eS eastarkbaGemgotri 
TRANSLATION OF SELECTED POEMS OF BHARATI 117 


12. Brahmins worship the fire; 
Christians adore the Cross; 
Turning towards Mecca 


Muslims offer their prayers: 


13. They all worship one and the same God 
Who pervades the whole universe. 
God is one, over the wide world. 


No need for conflicts on this score. 


14. We have in our home 
а pet, a white cat, 
She gave birth to kittens, 
each of a different hue. 


15. Ash-coloured was one kitty, 
Jet-black was another ; 
A third vivid like a viper; 


Milky-white was a fourth. 


16. Skin-colours do vary 
but they are of the same stock. 
Can you call one colour superior 
and another inferior? 


17. Сотріехіоп may vary 
but all men are one. 
We are all uniformly human 
in our thoughts ана deeds. 


18. Proclaim by tom-tom 
that all men are equal, 
That all false caste divisions 


be demolished. 
B—9 
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Let the drum beat love! love! 

and proclaim its creative power. 
If crafty divisions vanish 

all ills will end. 


Let the tom-tom thunder love! 
All men are equal. 

If we esteem all as equals 
Joys will multiply. 


Men of the world are all 

like offspring of the same mother. 
Earth is large enough; 

why fight wars? 


Who planted the tree 
will water and foster it. 
God loves us; hence 


here is immense food. 


See, there is enough food 
for all men on earth. 

Learn, till, eat, live well; 
Steal not others' shares. 


Peoples of the entire world 

are all like children of one mother 
Can then the strong oppress 

and exploit the weak? 


God is strength infinite ; 

He makes us thrive. 
Even if a child is puny, 

will any trample upon it? 
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26. If the younger brother is infirm 
Can the elder enslave him? 
Can we, afraid of pelf and brute power, 
be content to be mean slaves? 


27. Tom-tom love, love; 
in love lies deliverance. 
Then all men will learn 


and live in joy. 


28. All people without exception 
must become wiser and wiser. 
If the weaker sections are uplifted 
God will bless us all. 


29. Equality and fraternity 
of all on earth 
Will harm no one 
but liberate the world. 


30. The hunger of one and all on earth 
we must appease; 
Train them all in many arts 
For the whole world to advance. 


31. Let the drum beat " we're all one " 
Let it beat, “ thrive in love " 
Let it proclaim propitious times 
Sor all mankind. 


https://arcBinewang/detüilE/usttlhuleksbwiacademy 


CCQCIA.PaiftichDo DeinaDighigtid ву айну falshiati фвбвавсагабабатуоїгі 


120 BHARATI: PATRIOT, POET, PROPHET 


20. A NOVEL FORTUNE-TELLER* 


1. | Gudugudu gudugudu gudugudu gudugudu ;* 
Auspicious days are ahead; auspicious days are ahead; 
Castes combine ; conflicts cease ; 
Speak up, speak up, Sakti, Durga!* 
Predict, predict propitious days for Vedapura.* 


Destitution disappears ; affluence is attained. 
Learning spreads apace; sin ceases to be; 
If the learned take to trickery and commit crimes, 


They'll be ruined, alas, utterly ruined. 


ә 


3. Commerce expands іп Уедарига; 
Industry grows; workers рговрег; 
Sciences flourish; secrets come to light. 
Power-plants multiply; know-how develops; 


Fertile ideas arise in abundance. 


4.  Gudugudu gudugudu gudugudu gudugudu; 
Speak up, speak up, Malayala Bhagavati!® 
Antari, Veeri, Chandika, Sulini!” 


Gudugudu, gudugudu. 


1 Тһе reference is to a particular kind of fortune-teller called gudugudup- 
pandi in Tamil. He is a professional beggar who goes about rattling a 
guduguduppai (small tambourine) and telling fortunes. 


2 gudugudu is onomatopoeic; it imitates the rattling sounds of the for- 
tune-teller's tambourine. \ ` 


8 Sakti is Parvati, біуа5 Energy. Durga is another name Гог Siva's 
consort. 


4 Vedapura: Invented name of a town. 
5 secrets; Неге “ secrets of Nature ”. 
6 Malayala Bhagavati: Durga as a patron deity of sorcery and magic. 


7 Antari and Chandika are names of Durga. She is also called Veeri 
(heroic goddess) and Sulini [(because she bears a sula (trident)]. 
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5$.  Gudugudu gudugudu gudugudu gudugudu; 
Masters are becoming brave; 
Paunch shrinks; diligence spreads; 
All forms of wealth? grow apace; 
Fear dies; sin perishes; 
Sciences grow; caste declines: 
Eyes open; justice is perceived; 
Old madness vanishes all of a sudden 5 
Heroism is attained; so is honour. 
Speak up, Sakti, Malayala Bhagavati 


Virtue augments; virtue augments. 


5 Actually, the speaker alludes to the eight forms of wealth personified as 
so many goddesses : these eight goddesses severally bless теп with 
Property, grain, courage, heroism. learning, reputation, victory, and political 
power. 
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2. DAWN 


Dawn narrates a fable. It is evident that the theme of the poem 


is the epoch-making Russian Revolution led by Lenin to victory. 
The programme of the new ruler of the crows is in essence what 


Lenin put forward and practised. Bharati pays Lenin the highest 


tribute when he calls him an erudite sage and compares him with. | 
God. 


n 


Opening my eyelids at dawn 
1 gazed 
at the western sky bathed in light, 


from my terrace. 


Salutary beams, sent forth 
by orient sun, 

bathed in light the spaces 
around me. 


Between the coco pinnates breathed 
a balmy breeze, 

garlanding the regal eagle 

In homage. 


On a coconut pinnate 

sat in state 

a thoughtful bird, which to the sky | 
Whizzed a kiss. 


Pecking at a coco leaflet green 
а young crow 

gazed at the southern sea 
glistening. 


Under the resplendent sky in the south 
a flock of crows 
the youngling crow beheld 


in flight. 
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Making obeisance to the throng 
it turned 

to beam in delight at a songbird 
Perched near. 


Wreathed in smiles came that bird, 
tiny in size, 

апа perched itself in front of 

the jet-black crow. 


“kik, kikki,” crow, why gaze in worship 
at the sky? 

Wherefore is that flock of crows flying? 
asked the bird. 


" Comrade dear ? said the crow 
" hear те: 
Rejoicing at the sight of that assembly 


1 revere Й 7, 


When the crow has made that remark 
thence came 
a green parrot in all radiance 


and sat. 


“ Friendly singer! ” said the parrot, 
" [n the light of day 
Whatever is beheld leaves one 


in dizzy raptures ”' 


“Гуе come thrilled by a look at you 
hurray! hark! 

Wherefore are flying 

that throng of crows? " 


* kik kikki : imitation of the sounds of the bird. 
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“ Well asked, green parrot! " 
said the bird ; 

7 Equally in the dark am І." 
It went on: 


“In the hope that the crow will throw light 
Гуе come. 

Learned crow! enlighten us please ” 

said the singer. 


Then spoke the young crow to the two: 
" comrades dear, 

ГІЇ explain the position; 

Hear me. 


" Crows have of late performed wonders, 
don’t you know? 
Didn't you perceive their unit y 


in the roadside assembly? 


" Didn't you see the monarch 
of their assembly ? 


That erudite sage is comparable to 
God Himself. 


" He was crowned sovereign 
seven days back. 

All our. sufferings he has ended. 
May he prosper! 


“ No more dearth of food! no more wars! 
No more distress! 


Look, worthy of worship is he, 


Our new king.” 
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21. As soon as the crow concluded its discourse, 
а swan 
came there from the south 
smiling. 


Го 
мо 


The swan, seated іп dignity 

Ол а terrace near the coco tree 
said, “ May ye thrive, 

my friends! 


23. “ The sights in the morning sun send а thrill 
down tlie spine. 
Г rejoice beyond measure 
то behold vou. 


24. “ What are vou conversing about 
so cordially ? " 
On hearing all that has been said 
by the wise crow. 


25. The swan commented jubilant]: 
Yes, ves 
If the monarch rules righteously 
the whole world will be good and great. 


26. Unity eusures eminence. 
Injuring others is a crime. 
If this is perceived, no bar 
to a happy life for all. 


27. The swan, having had its say, 
flew away. 
The assembly session having concluded, 
the birds disappeared. 


28. We beheld it all 
at dawn. 
To let the world know of it 
we sang this song. 
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22. ANSWER ME, MOTHER GODDESS ! 


O you mother mighty, hear here. 

Who'll make a first-rate lute 

And throw it in the dust to rot there? 

You're made me with luminous insight ; 

Won't you give me the strength to toil Sor the comnmoónweal? 
Speak up, mother dear, speak up! 


Will you condemn me to be a burden on earth? 


I urged you for 
A body that, like the bouncing ball, 


Complies with the command of the mind; 
A mind without a taint 
A life whose lustre is ever fresh 
A heart that sings your praise 
even when I'm roasted alive 
A resolute wit; 


What prevents уои from granting these boons ? 
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23. GRANT ME A PLOT OF LAND 


Grant me a plot of land — — Mother Supreme! 
Grant me a plot of land. 

Build for me therein 

A mansion majestic 

With comely columns and snow-white Storeys. 
Adjacent to the well 

Let me have а grove of coconuts, 

Crowned with clusters of tender fruit. 

In a shower of moonlight like lustrous pearls, 
May the notes of the kuyil* flow into my ears, 
And a balmy breeze gladden ту heart. 

Let a chaste wife sing with me in concord, 
And poems be born in our mutual joy. 

And, Mother dear, this retreat 

You ought to be on the alert to protect. 

While, by your Grace, 

1 should pour forth such spell-binding songs 
As will redeem the world. 


* kuyil : The Indian cuckoo. 
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24. THE DRAMA OF DOOMSDAY 


* The Drama of Doomsday " celebrates with unsurpassed 
poetic power the dissolution of the cosmos at the end of an aecn 
followed by the creation of а new cosmos. This Hindu myth had an 
eeric fascination for Bharati, also because it provided a metaphy- 
sical basis for the thorough-going social revolution he tirelessly 
toiled for. That this is not wishful thinking or even a far-fetched 
hypothesis is proven by the fact that he greets the Russian Revolu- 
tion iu the language of this myth, characterising it as the event that 
ended the aeon (yuga) of iron and inaugurated the aeon (yuga) 
of gold. While in the archetypal Doomsday Song the Mother 
Goddess enacts the drama of dissolution and re-creation, in the 
song on the Russian Revolution her benign glance is enough to 
destroy the old world root and branch and launch the new aeon 
of toilers' democracy and universal prosperity. 


Exploding worlds thunder forth in rhythmic beats; 
Accordant with them burst into song 

The ecstatic daemons drenched in blood. 

Chiming with that beat and that tune, 

Kali, Chamundi, Gangali!* 

You enact your eeric dance. 

Mother dear, Mother dear, 

Your pageant holds me in thrall. 


In that weird holocaust 

The five elements of nature 

Melt and merge into one. 

Even that is drowned 

In the fleet motion of your power. 
The incredible speed — 


* Kali: Durga, the black goddess. 


Chamundi : Durga, one of the seven divine mothers, the personified 
energy of Siva. 


Gangali : Kali, the consort of Gangalan, i.e., Siva who wears garlands 
of bones. 
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Ah! the incredible speed — 

Of vour wild fire-spitting dance 

Drives the mind to the edge of dissolution 
By its torrential glow. 

Mother dear, Mother dear, 

Your pageant holds me in thrall. 


The limitless stretch of space, 

Devastated at the crack of doom, 

Trembles in dread at the commotion. 

The hordes of thy dynamic daemons 

Find no track to tread. 

The deity of Doom roars and roams іп rage. 
You growl in frenzy 

Spreading desolation all round. 

Mother dear, Mother dear, 

Your pageant holds me іп thrall. 


The multitude of your minions, 
Distraught and dazed, 

Bump into each other, 

Their heads pounding with a bang; 
The jarring knocks break the beats, 
While the pyrotechnics blazing 

Of the raging fire of your eyes 
Reach the very ends of the Universe. 
That conflagration universal 
Extirpates all creation. 

Mother dear, Mother dear, 

Your pageant holds me in thrall. | 


With Fire extinct 
and the worlds ceasing to exist, 


Siva's splendour of Silence 
will reign supreme. 
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At the sight of Siva 

Your fiery rage will dissolve. 
You'll touch his hand, 

Make love in soft words. 
Together will you enact 

the blissful pageant of creation. 
Mother dear, Mother dear, 
Your pageant holds me in thrall. 
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25. KANNAN-MY LOVER ^ 


1l. Like a worm on a fish-hook 
Like a flambeau on the wings of the wind 
Му heart had been in a flurry 
As Time rolled his ceaseless course. 
Like a parrot confined to a cage, 
In plain loneliness I pined. 
Even the most desirable articles 
Му mind detested in disgust. 


го 


While lying on a mat 

All alone, ту confidante, 

Even the mother's approach 

1 abhorred like anything 

You wagged your tongue, maid, 
Without let or hindrance. 

All contact with you, comrades, 
1 feared like plague. 


3. Food was my aversion, friends, 
Sleep eluded me altogether. 
Perfumes and flowers, my chum, 
I could not endure a whit. 
Steadiness deserted ту mind; 
Confusion reigned supreme. 

Nor for a moment did my heart 
Know joy or feel at ease. 


.4 Even milk turned bitter to taste; 
The bed itself bruised my body; 
The charming talk of the parrot 
Grated upon my ears. 
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Doctors all had given their verdict: 
“ My case is beyond cure ” 
Astrologers ascribed it all 


To evil planets’ influence. 


One day, in a dreain, 

Unseen by me, 

A person I couldn't identify 
Touched ту heart of hearts. 

I woke up to question him. 

But he had melted into thin air. 
My mind alone was by a new joy 
Stirred to its depths. 


Refreshed in mind I became; 
Restored to good health I was. 
Everything in the storied home 
Proved congenial to те. 
Desires grew apace; 

Delight І found in all. 

Fear perished, my friend, 

Glow with charm I did. 


Whenever I speculated оп 

This experience ineffable, 

The part he touched was enlivened; 

Into my soul slided a new comer: 

A peace that passeth understanding. 

І thought апа thought and meditated 
Ол who he could have been: / 


Then Каллап” form stood before me. 
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2. KANNAN -MY LOVER 17 


N 


4. 


П 


(The heroine talks to her maids.) 


What is all this pother about 
at this dead of night? 

Why all this bustle at midnight 
When even burglars fall asleep? 

You are bent on rousing the neighbourhood, 
You forget my mother at home. 

Your chatter, you boast, is juicy 


but it disgusts me to the core. 


Countless days have I endured it all; 


but, day by day, does the tumult aggravate. 


That a humpback pulled Nani’s plaited hair 
scattering its flowers into the bargain; 

That the approach of a rutting elephant 
made Vanji faint in shock ; 

That friendly Rohini fell ill 
after eating all the butter in the pot; 


That ten urchins kissed a chaste wife 
in the open farmland; 
That for Natthi's daughter forty royal suitors 
the astrologer has predicted; 
That Kovini of eyes of agonizing fire 
was berated by a deformed lass of Konkan; 
That the laggard named after learning 
has mastered the Western languages; 


How many fictions and falsehoods you utter! 
you distress me by denying me sleep. 


B—10 
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Your noisy flutes and lutes and cymbals 
please pack up and store away; 

Keep just one lamp, with light dimmed, 
close to the western wall. 

Leave me alone to sleep in peace, 
and go to your several homes. 


After the maids have left, the girl speaks to herself: 


5. No question of shutting the eyes in slumber 

before meeting Kannan to-night. 

All the maids have gone to their respective homes, 
beloved Kannan is awaiting me. 

The rendezvous he fixed near the fence 
at the end of the Bronze merchants’ street. 

How can my eyelids close in sleep 
before I hug Kannan to my bosom? 
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27. KANNAN - МУ LOVER 
Ш 


(А message to the lover through the maid.) 


Kannan's state of mind 

Find for certain, 

Thangam O Thangani! 

Once we know what he’s upto, 
Let us do what we can. 


In single blesseduess 
ПІ go through my life, 
Thangam O Thangam! 
Tell him other princes 


There are on this earth. 


Comrades none kings will have, 
Thangam O Thangam! 

Jf they break the plighted truth. 
What faults did he find in me? 
Ask him to answer this query. 


Luring me into love, 

Leaving me in the lurch 

— — isn't he shameless? 
“Не is falsehood embodied," 
Warned aright Old Ponni. 


Let him be forewarned : 

All that he said at a tryst 

On the river-bank, one day, 
Thangam O Thangam! 

I'll tom-tom to the whole town. 
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Give him the caution, girl! 

All the expert intrigues 

By which he seduces milkmaids 
He cannot practise on me — 


A wench of the warrior caste. 


If one is born a woman 
Endless is her woe; 

He came fluting a tune, 
Thangam O Thangam! 

It lingers in my helpless heart. 


Pining for the sinner, Thangam, 
Breaks my heart, Thangam. 
Go, probe into his mind, 
Discern what he'll do; 


Let us leave the rest to God. 


POET, 


PROPHET 
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Annoying are the ways of these servants; 
Excessive pay they demand, forget the payment made; 
Stay away at home when much has to be done. 
Jf asked " why didn't you come yesterday?" 
Fantastic excuses they have at hand: 

“А scorpion in Ше pot bit me with its teeth " 
Or “ My wife was by devil possessed ” 

Or “ It was the twelfth day of my grandma’s death ". 
Incessant lies they utter with effortless ease. 
Ask them to do one job, they will do another. 
They gossip in secret with agnates, 

Broadcast family secrets in public places, 
Tom-tom my destitution everywhere. 

But however trying they are 

One can't get on without them. 

While feeling depressed in this predicament 

He came from God knows where; 

“Tama herdsman ” said һе; 

“ Cattle and calves ГЇЇ graze; 

Children I'll tend with care; 

ГЇЇ sweep the house and light the lamps; 

All commands ГЇЇ execute and wash the clothes; 
With lyrics lovely and games lively 

РІ keep the little child happy; 

Unmindful of the time, day or night, 

Of jungle routes and fearful robbers 

РІ escort your good self 

And protect you from all harm. 

Man of the woods I’m, master. 

M y learning is nil. Nevertheless, 

I can fence, wrestle, fight with fists. 

Hypocrisy is alien 10 те.” 

Having heard him, 1 asked, 
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“ Tell me what's your name? ” 

“ Nothing ”, said he, “folks call me Kannan 
A stout, sturdy body, considerate eyes 
Words that bespeak close kinship — 
Enraptured by these, I said, 

“ You discourse well and make tall claims; 
Tell me what's the wage you мап?” 

He spoke in reply: 

“ No wedded wife or beloved kids for me! 
I'm single, master. 


Though my hair hasn't greyed, 
nor my skin wrinkled, 
Му age is incalculable. 
Enough if you cherish your humble servant — 
I value love more than lucre." 
A crazy fellow of the antique world 
I deemed him to be 
And employed him with an ecstatic heart. 
His attachment has been, since then, 
Waxing strong with every passing day. 
Words are too frail to speak of 
The good Kannan has done to me. 
Like the eyelids guarding the eye | 
He protects my family; 
Never have I heard him grunt or grumble; 
He chastises and controls the servant-maids, 
Sweeps the street, cleans the home; 
Teacher, doctor and foster-mother 
Is he unto my children. 
Nothing lacking in the larder, 
Even milk and buttermilk he buys. 
Maternal love does he lavish 
On the womenfolk at home. 
Friend, counsellor and teacher unto me, 
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Divine in disposition and deeds, 
though seemingly a servant. 
1 don't know where he came from — 
Since his entry into my portals 
My concerns have all been solely his. 
As for me, you may see, 
Weal and wealth, fame and glory, 
Freshness and vigour of youth, 
Learning, wisdom and poetry, 
Experience of communion with Siva, 
Spiritual knowledge that is perfect clarity, 
And all that is effulgently good 
Have been waxing strong. 
1 bound Kannan firmly to me: 

Blest with vision. 

Blest with vision 

I became. 
Reasons there are for Kannan 


To admit me into his good gracc. 
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29. KANNAMMA - MY BELOVED „+ 


Those orient orbs of vision— 
Каппатта! 


Are they the sun and Ше тооп? 
Those jet-black eyes circular— 
Kannamma! 
Aren't they steeped in the black of the sky? 
Your dark-blue silk sari 
dotted with diamonds— 
Isn't it the midnight heavens 
studded with stars? 


Is your spell-binding smile 
The lustre of garden flowers? 
The heaves of your heart are 
The billows of the blue sea. 
The lovely kuyil's* warble 
Has the sweetness of your voice. 
Blossoming virgin, Kannamma, 
I yearn to embrace you. 
You talk of moral codes— 
Kannamma! 
Why drag them here? 
What codes are there 
For those smitten by love? 
If the elders consent 
We'll wed with rites; 
But wait that long, І can't: 
Look! I kiss you on the cheek. 


* Kuyil : The Indian cuckoo. 
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30. KANNAMMA - MY BELOVED ae 
п 


Seated on a terrace іп the setting зип, 

Gazing at the ocean and the heavens— 

At the horizon hugging and kissing the sea-rim— 
Absorbed J was in the compact azure, 

Unaware of the passing minutes and hours. 
Day-dream welled up from the unconscious 

In that self-forgetful rapture. 


All of a sudden it happened! 
Two hands shut my eyes from behind. 

The feel of the forearm, 

The scent of the silk sari, 

The gush of the spring of joy, 

The kindred hearts beating in harmony— 

All these flashed her figure before ту inner eye. 
“ Hands off, Каппатта", said I, 
“ Your tricks уот work with те. 


” 


Amidst her peals of laughter 

I took off her hands and turned. 

Hugging her, I asked, " what news?” 

“ What did you behold in the bursting billows ? 
What did you observe in the azure heavens? 
What did you witness in the whirling foam? 
What did you discern in the tiny bubbles? 

What have you gained by scanning daily 

The individual shapes of the ever-shifting clouds? 
Speak up!" said she. 


In the bursting billows I beheld your face; 
In the azure heavens I observed your face ; 
In the whirling foam I witnessed your face; 
In the tiny bubbles I discerned your face; 
By daily scanning of the separate clouds 

І perceived thy visage alone. 

When amidst your peals of laughter 

1 turned and embraced you, 

Again did I behold your face. 
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31. KANNAMMA - MY BELOVED ғ 
ш 


Why are you coy, Каппатта? 
Of course you are a scion of sceptred kings; 
I am but a son of the common people. 
Is my love-making embarrassing on that count? 
Or do you deem yourself a girl in her salad days? 
Or have I committed any act of sacrilege? 
“ Remove your veil ", I urged, it is true. 
Perceiving your pride and passion, 
Disrobe you 1 did—by force. 
Why cover your eyes with your hands? 
I am at a loss to understand. 


Didn't I see you in your early teens? 

Didn't I crimson your cheeks with kisses? 

We never felt alien to each other. 

We knew we are bound to become one. 

Why talk at length, Каппатта! 

Who stripped you—won't he take off your hands? 
Am I to be treated as a stranger? 

Is one eve abashed at the sight of the other? 


Do you want me to narrate the tedious tales 
That husbands tell their wives? 

When song and keynote merge 

Do they stand on formalities? 

Does the moon shooting forth its long beams 
Praise the sky before enfolding it in them? 
When flame feeds upon firewood 

Does it stick to any etiquette? 
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Specialists in relevant sciences Гуе consulted; 

Ti hér expert opinion let me unfold: 

Our kinship is not a recent phenomenon. 

It has been waxing strong since times immemorial. 
When you were born as illustrious Ram 

I came as Golden Mithila King's offspring ; 

When you were born as Каппап, 

From whose flute flowed mellifluous music, 

I was Arjun, his bosom friend. 


In the days of yore уои came as Narasimha 

To slay the tyrant Hiranya, ту father. 

in later times I grew as the Buddha, 

When you came to be my wife Yasodhara 

All this I heard from savants 

Who never err in their findings 

Till the very end of time our mutual love will last. 


Why are you then so coy as to cover vour eyes? 
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32. KANNAMMA - MY CHILD 


1. Му sweet little pet, Kannamma! 
priceless thou art to me, 
Thou hast come to end ту ills 
and exalt me to eminence. 


2. Ambrosial kid, Kannamma, 
speaking picture of gold, 
Thou caperest like flowing honey 
for me to embrace thee. 
3. When I see you run, Kannamma, 


my heart is refreshed. 
As I behold thee at wild play 
my life goes out to hug thee. 


4. While I kiss thee on the head 


my pride knows no bounds. 
The folks’ praise of thee, Kannamma, 


thrills me from top to toe. 


5. If I kiss thee on the cheek 
1 become dizzy with joy. 

If І hug thee, Kannamma! 
Im seized by a frenzy. 


6. Uf thy face turns a little red, 
my mind is distressed. 
If thy forehead shrinks, 
my heart throbs with woe. 


7. If thy eyes drip tears, 
my heart pours blood. 
Thou art the apple of my eye. 
My life is thine own. 
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Thy dulcet babble, Kannamma! 
rids me of my ordeals. 

When thou smilest like a jasmine in bloom, 
my folly and fury fade out. 


No story in any literary work 
so sweet as thou art; 

No God to equal thee 
in lavishing love. 


No diamond precious like thee 
to adorn my bosom. 
No treasure like thee 


to make me thrive. 


| 
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33. CHANDRAMATHI 


[This is a song in praise of the beloved. Bharati states in a 


a 


note “Inasmuch as Chandra (the moon-god) is the presiding 
deity of love, Chandramathi denotes the name of the beloved 7). 
1. Childlike beloved, Chandramathi, 
Thou art the apple of my eye. 
Nectar of my desire! thou art 


Sweet moonlight to my view. 


тә 


In the cobra's head, they say, 
A precious gem is concealed 
My heart that is dark 


Thou illuminest like a flame. 


3. Why waste words? thou art 
Womanliness par excellence! 
Wonderful mystery thou art, 
The vestal virgin 1 pine for. 


4. Like one caught in а deluge 
That can't be swum through, 
In thy flame-excelling light, 
Му angel, I am entranced. 


5. In the billows blue 
I see thy long locks. 
In the bracing moon 
I perceive thy cool face. 
In the expanse of the earth, entire, 
The light of thy wisdom shines forth. 
In Time's revolving wheels 
Thy love remains luminous. 


Child-like beloved, Chandramathi! 


Thou art the apple of my eye. 
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34. KUYIL’S SONG OF LOVE 


Love, Love, Love; 
Love gone, Love gone, 
Death, Death, Death. 


Light bright is Grace 
Light out, light out, 
Blight, Blight, Blight. 


Joy, Лог, Joy; 
Joy ceasing, Joy ceasing, 
Woe, Woe, Woe. 


Tone, Tone, Tone; 
Tone astray, Tone astray, 
Вапе, Bane, Bane. 


Beat, Beat, Beat; 
Beat hurt Beat hurt, 
Lees, Lees, Lees. 


Tune, Tune, Tune; 
Tune marred, Tune marred, 
Doom, Doom, Doom. 


Fame, Fame, Кате; 
Fame flawed, Fane flawed, 
Shame, Shame, Shame. 


Grit, Grit, Grit; 
Grit rent, Grit rent, 
End, End, End. 


Coition, Coition, Coition; 
Mate parting, Mate parting, 
Sicken, Sicken, Sicken, 


Flute, Flute, Flute; 
Flute cracked, Flute cracked, 
Trash, Trash, Trash. 
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35. SUNRISE 


(A passage from the Kuyil’s Song) 


The glory of rosy-fingered morn I'll sing; 
How is it so pleasant and brilliant, 1 wonder ; 
Has gold been melted, cooled, 
metamorphosed into honey 
and spread over the entire sky? 
Where can the eulogist find a simile 
for the wonder of light suddenly spreading 
and enfolding the heavens in lustre? 
Eyes are blissful, they say; 
Isn't the eye of eyes — the sun — 
that measures the azure with his rays 
Superior bliss? 
The matchless Primal Being, 
Sages meditating in silence compare 
To the ever-widening rays of the Sun. 
How then can we find on earth 
a peer to the Light Divine? 
Thanks to the luminous dawn, 
Vernal grass smiles ; 
Marvels of flowers bloom; 
Earth is effulgent ; 
The heavens glow in splendour ; 
No wonder is it that 
Awake at dawn 
I salute this performer of miracles. 
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36. SUNSET 


[A passage from the brief epic Panchali Sapatham 
(Є Draupadi’s Vow ”) wherein Arjun gives Draupadi 
ап ecstatic description of the glory of the sunset.] 

Darling of the tuneful voice! 

Behold the wonders of heavens: 

The diverse shapes and colours, 

Changing every moment 

Throw us into raptures. 

Who can create, 

For all the wealth of the world, 

Such scenes on earth? 

Here you have together 

All the sumptuous splendour 

Glorified in graceful rhymes 

By the Ancient Vedic sages. 


Every moment arise new marvels; 

Each moment embodies several dreams; 
Who can conceive and express it all? 
There, in ever-shifting hues and shapes, 
Mother Goddess of Supreme Power 
Manifests herself in ecstasy. 

Revelation is here of the truth 

The seers have divined 

That the Mother is reborn each moment. 


Lady of luxuriant locks! 
Behold the orb of the sun in the horizon 


Revolving at incredible speed. 
Mother Supreme it was 

Who melted a million thunderbolts, 
Moulded the Spherical body 


And whirls it with such power. | 
В—11 
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Bend forward and perceive 


Two discs whirling in single shape. 


Look at it intently, my light of love! 

Behind is the moving disc of flame; 

Before is the disc of spotless green — 

A green not to be found in the whole wide world. 
From the flaming disc flash forth 

Streaks numerous, brilliant like diamonds, 

That make our eyelids shrink. 

All this is poetry in actual life 

Made by the Mother Supreme. 

Let us bow to her and chant, 


“ May this endure for ever! "' 


Behold the outspread clouds 

Encircling the effulgent sun. 

They are on fire. 

Ah! What a riot of colours! 

A myriad shapes! 

Colour-mixtures of several kinds! 

Liquid fire! 

Lakes of molten Gold! 

Isles of gold burning without heat! 

Look, look, blue ponds are here. 

Ah, how many nuances in blue! 

Again, subtle distinctions causing 

Several reds, various greens, diverse blacks. 
Look at that black massive monster, 
And the black peaks fringed by golden light 
That radiates from boats of gold 
Floating on pools of blue! 
Turn where you will, 
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What greets you іу 
Light abounding 
Light abounding 
In a riot of colours! 


Then Arjun and Draupadi chanted 
The auspicious Gayatri verse 

Of the most holy Rigveda: 

7 Let us meditate on the crimson Sun 


That His sacred rays may illumine us ". 
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Bend forward and perceive 


Two discs whirling in single shape. 


Look at it ітетіу, my light of love! 

Behind is the moving disc of flame ; 

Before is the disc of spotless green — 

A green not to be found in the whole wide world. 

From the flaming disc flash forth 

Streaks numerous, brilliant like diamonds, 

That make our eyelids shrink. 

All this is poetry in actual life . 
Made by the Mother Supreme. 

Let us bow to her and chant, 


“ May this endure for ever! " 


Behold the outspread clouds 

Encircling the effulgent sun. 

They are on fire. 

Ah! What a riot of colours! 

A myriad shapes! 

Colour-mixtures of several kinds! 

Liquid fire! 

Lakes of molten Gold! 

Isles of gold burning without heat! 

Look, look, blue ponds are here. 

Ah, how many nuances in blue! 

Again, subtle distinctions causing 

Several reds, various greens, diverse blacks. 
Look at that black massive monster, 
And the black peaks fringed by golden light 
That radiates from boats of gold 
Floating on pools of blue! 
Turn where you will, 
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What greets you is 
Light abounding 


Light abounding 
Ina riot of colours! 


Then Arjun and Draupadi chanted 
The auspicious Gayatri verse 

Of the most holy Rigveda: 

“ Let us meditate on the crimson Sun 


That His sacred rays may illumine us ". 


https://arcBinewang/detüilE/usittlhuleksbwiacademy 


CCACHA. Ріо DeinaDighigtid ay айну Неквіікті dteS east cba Gemgotri 


152 BHARATI: PATRIOT, POET, PROPHET 


37. MUSIC IN NATURE AND OF PEOPLE AT 
WORK 
(A passage from the Song of the Kuyil) 


The warble of the birds in the woods, 
The harmonies of the winds among the trees, 
The pitch of the perpetual roar of the blue sea, 
The sweet songs of love-smitten lasses 

that stir the listener to the depths, 
The chant of toilers that work at the well sweep, 


The caressing cadence “ Kukku ” of paddy-pounding maids, 
The familiar songs of farm women. 
The lovely lays sung in concord 
by girls dancing in a circle, 
The music of the flute and the lute, 


also of other instruments played by hand or mouth, 
The songs that fill the air 


in fields and forests, hanilets and towns 
— — All these held my heart in thrall. 
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37. MUSIC IN NATURE AND OF PEOPLE AT 
WORK 


(A passage from the Song of the Kuyil) 


The warble of the birds in the woods, 
The harmonies of the winds among the trees, 
The pitch of the perpetual roar of the blue sea, 
The sweet songs of love-smitten lasses 

that stir the listener to the depths, 
The chant of toilers that work at the well sweep, 
The caressing cadence “ Kukku " of paddy-pounding maids, 
The familiar songs of farm women. 
The lovely lays sung in concord 

by girls dancing in a circle, 
The music of the flute and the lute, 


also of other instruments played by hand or mouth, 
The songs that fill the air 


in fields and forests, hamlets and towns 
— — All these held my heart in thrall. 
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1. KRISHNA -- MY MOTHER 
(June 26, 1915) 


The Realms of Life are Her bounteous breasts: and conscio- 
usness, her milk of endless delight, which she yieldeth into my 
lips unasked: such grace is my Mother's. 


They call her Krishna. Ah, she has clasped me in fond embrace 
with her arms of ethereal space! And, placing me on her lap of 
Earth, she loves to tell me endless stories, Strange and mysterious. 


And some of the tales I call by the name of pleasures, evolutions, 
victories. Yet others come to me as pains, defeats and falls: 
Stories. all these, that my Mother recounts to suit my various moods 
and stages, lovingly told, ever entrancing. 


And many arethe wondrous toys and dolls which my Mother 
showeth me : 


There is one that is named the Moon, and it sheds a nectar- 
like flood of light. And there are herds and herds of clouds, 
many-coloured toys, yielding rain. "There's the Sun too, foremost 
of my playthings, the beauty of whose face I have no words to depict: 


Toys, toys, toys : - 

А heavenful of stars, Sparkling like tiny gems. Many a time, 
but in vain, have I essayed to count them all. And then those 
green hills, that never stir from their places, silent toys, offering 
Speechless play. 


Rivers and rivulets, fair and playful, that wander all over the 
land and, in theend, flow into that marvellous toy, yon ocean, wide 
and boundless—seeming, with dashing billows, spouts of Spray 
and its long, continuous chant wherein my Mother's name is 
ever sounded: Om, Om, O...M. 


Groves and gardens abounding in many-hued gems of flowers; 
and delicious fruits hanging on the trees, strong in essence, rich in 
form. Ah, the world is full of such exquisite playthings. All 


these, my Mother has given me. 
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Nice things to eat and songs all sweetness to hear, and compani- 
ons gifted, like me, with minds, to play with and become one with; 
and these fair girls, enkindling love, that passion of flaming delight 
like fiery nectar, killing-sweet. 


Yet more play-mates : 


The winged birds, the beasts that walk the earth, and countless 
fishes of many and many a kind, there, in that thundering Sea. 


What a tale of raptures, too many even to think of ! 


And endless sciences and arts she has ordained and, nobler than 
all these, divine wisdom—for my serious hours. 


But when the lighter mood is on me and I would fain laugh and 
be merry, many are the jokes she has planned to amuse me with: 


the lies of priests, the comic feats of kings, the hypocrisies of age and 
the silly cares of youth. 


Whatever I demand, she gives, my Mother. 


Aye, she hastens 
with gifts, ere I tell her I'd like to have them. 


With high grace does she protect me, and says she will make 
me a yogin, like Arjun, my brother in race. 


Always and in all places, my work shall be to sing of the boun- 
teous love of my Mother. 


And a long and shining life and other matchless glories, 
she will grant me as reward— Krishna, My Mother. 
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2. IN EACH OTHER’S ARMS 


[Note. — In the following verses the Supreme Divinity, styled 
here “ Krishna 7, is imaged as the beloved woman, and the h 
Soul as the lover—Bharati.] 


uman 
Thou to me the flowing Light, 

And 110 thee, discerning Sight; 

Honied blossom thou to me, 

Bee enchanted 1 10 thee; 

О Heavenly Lamp with Shining ray, 

о Krishna, Love, О nectar-spray, 

With falt ving tongue and words that pant 

Thy: glories, here, 1 strive to chant. 


Thou to me the Harp of gold, 

And 1 to thee the finger bold; 
Necklace shining thou to me, 
New-set Diamond I to thee: 

O mighty queen with Splendour rife, 
O Krishna, Love, O well of life, 
Thine eyes do shed their Ії ght on all, 
Where'r I turn, their beams do fall. 


Rain that singeth, thou to те, 

Peacock dancing, I to thee; 

Thou to me the juice of grape, 

And [ to thee the cup agape; 

O Spotless Beauty, Krishna bright, 
Perennial fount of deep delight, 

O Love, thy Sace hath grace divine, 

For there the deathless Truth doth shine. 


Silver Moonlight thou to me, 
Exulting Ocean I to thee; 
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And I the Song that moveth free: 
Dear as eyesight, Krishna mine, 

O massed-up sweet, immortal Wine, 
Unceasing yearns my mind to scan 
Thy endless charm, but never can. 


Inlaid perfume thou to me, 
Petalled blossom I to thee: 

Thou to me the inner Thought, 
And I to thee the Word it wrought; 
O honeyed Hope, O Krishna fair, 
О joy o'erflowing everywhere, 

O star of love, do teach me, pray, 
To sing thy praise in fitting lay. 


Deep Attraction thou to me, 

Living Magnet I to thee; 

Thou to me the Veda pure 

And I to thee the Knowledge sure ; 
Voice vibrant of the world’s desire, 
О Krishna, Love, all-quickening Fire, 
In utter stillness, here, I see 

Thy face that yieldeth ecstasy. 

As Life to Pulse, and Gold to rings, 
As star to planet, Soul to things, 

So Krishna, Love, art thou to me, 
Thou, the Force, I, Victory; — 

And all the joys of Heaven and Earth 
In thee, O Krishna, have their birth, 
Eternal glory, endless Might 

O Heart of Mine, O Light, O Light! 
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3 LAKSHMI 
(The Goddess of Wealth) 
An Affirmation 


Come, let us affirm the Energy of Vishnu, the Jewel of the 


Crimson Flower, and end this want, 


Where the mind ever struggles in the fumes of paltriness, 


And Reason so faints that the noblest truths do but vex her. 


We can endure this no more. 


So let us take refuge in the feet of the Mother, Lakshmi. 


The discourtesies of the low, the kinship with those who 
have failed ; 

The extinction of endeavours like lamps that are drowned 
in a well; 

The denial of fruits even when the seven seas are crossed: 

To such things does want subject us, this worst of Earth's 
tyrannies ; 

Down with it. 


She is born of the inner Ocean of Milk ; 

She is sweet like the nectar of Heaven, twin-born with her; 

And her shining feet repose aptly on lotus petals. 

Multiple riches she holds in her hands, which are four, the 
Goddess whose eyes are gleaming azure; 

Ruddy her form and verdant is her love. 

Seated beside Love, in Heaven, on the bosom of Vishnu 
Himself, on the Earth her dwellings are many. 


We find her revealed 

In the festooned halls of marriage; 

Amid flocks, and in jewelled palaces; 

In the hero’s arm, in the sweating toil of labour, 
And, ay! on the crown of knowledge, 
Extending the light of her bounties. 
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And I the Song that moveth free: 
Dear as eyesight, Krishna mine, 

O massed-up sweet, immortal Wine, 
Unceasing yearns my mind to scan 
Thy endless charm, but never can. 


Inlaid perfume thou to те, 
Petalled blossom I to thee: 

Thou to me the inner Thought, 
And I to thee the Word it wrought; 
O honeyed Hope, O Krishna fair, 
О joy o'erflowing everywhere, 

O star of love, do teach me, pray, 
To sing thy praise in fitting lay. 


Deep Attraction thou to me, 

Living Magnet I to thee; 

Thou to me the Veda pure 

And I to thee the Knowledge sure; 
Voice vibrant of the world’s desire, 
O Krishna, Love, all-quickening Fire, 
In utter stillness, here, I see 

Thy face that yieldeth ecstasy. 

As Life to Pulse, and Gold to rings, 
As star to planet, Soul to things, 

So Krishna, Love, art thou to me, 
Thou, the Force, I, Victory; — 

And all the joys of Heaven and Eartli 
In thee, О Krishna, have their birth, 
Eternal glory, endless Might 
О Heart of Mine, О Light, О Light! 
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3 LAKSHMI 
(The Goddess of Wealth) 
An Affirmation 


Come, let us affirm the Energy of Vishnu, the Jewel of the 
Crimson Flower, and end this want, 

Where the mind ever struggles in the fumes of paltriness, 

Апа Reason so faints that the noblest truths do but vex her. 

We can endure this no more. 


So let us take refuge in the feet of the Mother, Lakshmi. 


The discourtesies of the low, the kinship with those who 
have failed; 

The extinction of endeavours like lamps that are drowned 
in a well; 

The denial of fruits even when the seven seas are crossed З 

To such things does want subject us, this worst of Earth's 
tyrannies; 

Down with it. 


She is born of the inner Ocean of Milk ; 

She is sweet like the nectar of Heaven, twin-born with her; 

And her shining feet repose aptly on lotus petals. 

Multiple riches she holds in her hands, which are four, the 
Goddess whose eyes are gleaming azure; 

Ruddy her form and verdant is her love. 

Seated beside Love, in Heaven, on the bosom of Vishnu 
Himself, on the Earth her dwellings are many. 


We find her revealed 

In the festooned halls of marriage; 

Amid flocks, апа іп jewelled palaces; 

In the hero’s arm, in the sweating toil of labour, 
And, ay! on the crown of knowledge, 
Extending the light of her bounties. 
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Come, let us sing her praises, bless her feet, and climb 
the heights of power ; 

Behold her in gold and in gems, in flower and incense; 

In the lamp and the virgin’s smile; 

In luxuriant woodlands, groves and fields, 

In the Will that dares, 

And in royal lineaments. 


And firm let us seat her in our minds and speech, 
Her who is revealed 

In underground mines, 

And the slopes of the hills, and depths of the seas; 
In the righteous sacrifice; 

In fame, and in talent, and novelty; 

In statue and portrait, in song and in dance. 


Dedicate unto her grace all knowledge that you have ; 
Attain to her splendours, and vanquish dire want ; 
Rise high in the world by joyous affirmation of Lakshmi 
who is revealed 
In conquering armies and the traffic of the far-sighted. 
In self-control, and ay! in the harmonious lays of her poet-votaries. 


Come, let us affirm the Energy of Vishnu, the Jewel of the Crimson 
Flower! 
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4 THOUGHTS 
(From Bharati's * My Journal of Thoughts and Deeds,’ 1914-18) 


1 can think like a God. 
1 ought to act like one. 
E " 
Forgetfulness is the bane of life (Muhammad). 
If you want to die soon, talk about yourself. 


Lf you want to make your lives sublime, do 2004 
to others. 


E ж 


By the deepest abysses do rise the tallest precipices. 


ж x 


In hours of exultation remember hours of pain, and act soberly. 
ж ж 


Ве ever working, calmly, cheerfully, but never get dizzy. 


П 
ОМ REASON'S PLANE 


We know that the Universe is Being. We guess it is infinite. 
We cannot comprehend Infinity. Mind is one phase of Existence. 
We are aware of a mental life. As experience is the sole proof of 
things, we require no further proof for the existence of the mind. 
This mind, we infer, has many phases and almost infinite potentia- 
lities. We have learnt this, again, by experience. We infer that 
all existence is one. We have almost proved it by comparative 
science. We therefore can identify our being with the Universal 


being. 


We know nothing more of God. 


ж ж ж 
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Passions subdued indicate Power and lead to Peace. 
Live and let live. 


Enjoyment of good things in life is not wrong, but whatZis 
wrong is the getting enslaved to them. Getting enslaved to things 
clouds the Reason, and Reason is man’s highest faculty. 


ж ж ж 


The mystic books are of value where they deal with ordinary 
things and cease to be mystic. 


Three-fourths of the spiritualities trumpeted among men have 
been proved to be ways of earning money, practised by clever 
scoundrels or self-deluded charlatans. 


% - E 


There is more spirituality outside your temples than in them. 


T 
“ 
$ 


А reasoning life is not necessarily opposed to а Life of Peace. 


Reasoning is not the endless quibbling and hair splitting of the 
professional logicians and critics. These аге abusers ої Reason. 
ш 


MANTRAS ON THE PLANE OF WILL 


‘ Where there is a Will, there is a way, 

But, Oh, Heavens! Where is the way to get a Will? 
Instinct replies “ In thyself ". 

Yes, in myself, in myself, in myself 

I will that 1 develop a powerful Will. 

J have willed it. 


1 have willed that what 1 will I will achieve. 1 have 
willed to will anything. 
J will, Will, Will, Will,...... This is my mantra. 
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I will be strong. 
I will grow into strength, 1 will age into youth. 


з 


1 will work for Power and Greatness. 

1 will achieve glory. 

1 will annihilate the miseries of man. 

1 will make mankind happier. 

I will make the world better. 

I will wed Truth and Power. Oh, Heavens! 
Grant unto me Truth and Power. 


I will work, work, work, work, work. 
Toil, Toil, Toil...... Toil, Yes, Toil 
Shall be my strength, Toil, ny Pleasure, 
Toil my Rule, and Toil shall be my Way, 
Toil my Will, Toil my Weapon, 

And Toil shall be my Glory, 

Toil my Charm, Toil my Use, 

And Toil shall be my Custom, 


Toil my fort, Toil my ground, and Toil shall be my Play. 


Toil shall be my Faith, Toil my Scripture, Toil my Code, 
And Toil shall be my Mate. 

Ever Toil ever success; ever Toil 

Ever success.........1 succeed, 

1 succeed, 1 succeed, І succeed... 


Success my Law, success my Way, 
And success shall he my Bride, 
Success my Glory, success my Pride, 
Success my Tune, success my La р, 
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And success shall be my Faith, 
Success my Doctrine, Success my Code, 
Success my Vehicle, Success my Road, 
Success my Custom, Success my Mode, 
Success my Life and My Death. 
Success my Religion, Success my Heaven, 
Success my only God. 
Success, Success...... Success! 

I Succeed. 
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5. TRUTH 


Ever will I trust in thee, O Truth. 

In the temple of my heart shalt thou ever shine. 

Keep thou my vision, true star of our stormiest nights, 
Mother of Liberty, maker of strength, 

Bride of the four-faced Lord who made these worlds. 
O thou, white River of Bliss, 

Soul of Being and its only light, 

Hold thou my tongue. 

Ever will I trust in thee, O Truth; 

Not all the fiends of the triple worlds shall prevent me. 
In the temple of my heart shalt thou shine for ever. 


B—12 
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6. PEACE 
(Christmas, 1916) f 


My heart loves Peace. 

But once I fought against God. I raised my head like a tower. 
My arms were of steel, of fire. 

My pride was great, for folly hath pride. 

And I hurt the weak for pleasure. 

I preached that woman was a slave, 

For I knew brother man was the same. 

I cast small stones at birds, for joy of breaking wings. 

I deemed it no stealth to steal from the shrine, 

For I deemed that this God was but stone. 

But no, but no. 

This God is real, for He smote at pride. 

And the proverb says:-The fear of God is the beginning of wisdom. 
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7. COURAGE TERRIBLE 


Oh Courage Terrible! I invoke Thee! 
1 call Thee ** Ма femme cherie "'! 
A test; Now Grim Death cometh unto те 
And biddeth, “ Render me thy life, Oh man, 
Render thy life unto те”; And I say, for 1 can, 
* Away with thee ’’; And he flee-eth at once, 

"tis truth. 
O Truth, 1 wed Thee; 1 embrace Thee; forsooth 
I am Thee, О God! 1 know Thee; Thou art all 
And therefore art me. Old vedas hymn their call 
Unto Thee as Wind and Rain and Storm and Star 
And Varuna, the sky that outstretcheth afar — 
Plainer, the God of space, unlimited, 
Un-cut, unconditioned, unfathomed — 
And known as such long, long before Einstein 
Taught his—theory with the name 
Relativity and gave us a finite world 
In place of the Real Infinite. Апа Time, the old 
Witness of Creation; of all this drama strange, 
Enacted in the theatre called Space! What range 
What glorious march has this Time—for he doth march, 
As you and I can clearly see, under the arch 
Of Heaven, as surely as the birds . . . 
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8. TOIL, TOIL, TOIL 


Oh, Supreme Mother of the Universe, 
Give me the power to work for twenty-four hours a day— 
Or—or—but no! 
Protect me Lord—in brilliant, electric work, 
—but the mind in pure, ceaseless joy; 
Oh, but still, let me have the might 
To toil away when the need may rise 
For high endeavour, long vigil and much endurance — 
And then, Oh Supreme Mother of the Worlds! 
As doth the active machine toil 
Without a break, without respite, 
In fullest rhythm, but with deep intent— 
With never a fault, never a blot, 
So let me toil away — 
High Mother of the Universe — 
Prejudice and folly and most silly Fear 
And Vanity and Pride and all the brood 
Of Hellish illusions may come to stop my work — 
But let my hand work like the machine electric — 
My mind being full of Thy Holy Feet, 
Thus, O Sacred Mother of the worlds, 
Let me work. 
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9. NEW BIRTH 


Ring all the temple bells. For India is born again. 


Her new name is the one that she had long, long ago— 
the Bharata-land. Great is her thirst for new things. But, after 
all, the new things are really older than the old. The world is a 
cycle. 


Ring all the temple bells. The re-born Mother has begun to 
Speak, to sing and to dance. She plays, the infant Devi, daughter 
of old Himalayas and the pre-destined bride of Mahadeva, the 
Great God; and her play is the working of miracles. Her speech 
and her song send a thrill of joy into the core of the world. 


Ring all the temple bells. The Baby Mother opens her Veda 
and reads. Тһе mighty chantings of her ancient seers, intoxicated 
with love and illumined by the knowing of the Eternal, those old 
songs of sacrifice and immortality—she reads them greedily once 
again; and once again, she understands them tightly. For she has 
met her Guru, Mahadeva himself. 


Oh, ring all the temple bells. Make feasts and festivals. The 
Mother is gaining secular knowledge. She is learning arts, sciences, 
trades. Behold her excelling her astonished teachers in all things. 
Behold how she teaches under the pretence of being taught. 


Oh, ring, ring, ring all the temple bells. Make feasts and 
festivals. Pour out songs of praise and thanksgiving to the high 
Heavens. Proclaim universal joy. For the Mother has realised 
her destiny. She has met the Great Divine—as her Lover. 
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10. RASA—THE KEY-WORD OF INDIAN CULTURE 


Rasa primarily means essence. Juice, taste, water, blood, 
elixir, beauty, sentiment—these are a few among the score of 
meanings given to this word by the Sanskrit dictionaries. 


When, forgetful of the self and the world, you are borne in 
ecstasy to the realm of pure Being, you are said to enjoy the Rasa of 
Immortality. РІ 


Or, again, when a passionate grief has devoured yout heart, 
and you rend the skies by your loud bewailings, cursing thé’ Gods 
and knocking your head against the earth, you are still enjoying a 
Rasa—that of sorrow, of wild self-pitying. It is the lower form of 
the Karuna-Rasa, so the books tell us. Karuna is compassion and 
its higher form is, of course, the pity that you feel for the pain of 
others. й жайы 


Alllife is Rasa. Our ancient writers reduce.all forms of ехрегі- 
ence, emotional, intellectual, or spiritual into nine Rasas—Love, 
Mirth, Compassion, Heroism, Wrath. Fear, Repugnance, Wonder, 
and Peace. But they say that all these are one, au ford. ;, As 
moonlight is reflected variously by the clear spring and the. muddy 
pond, by the moon-stone and the pile of bricks, so does one and the 


same Rasa manifest itself variously under various conditions in the 
human mind. 


What is Rasa. then? 


It is the form of Shakti, the feminine aspect of the Supreme 
Being. For God is two-fold—Being and Energy, Masculine. and 
Feminine, Absolute and Relative, Purusha and Shakti. 


In the unity of these two aspects, Existence becomes. And in 
the manifestations of Shakti, Existence moves and acts, It is 
eternal, this play, Lila, of Shiva, the Being, and. Shakti, His Energy. 
And the wise ones say that she is ever a virgin, ever pure and ever 
of a marvellous and immortal beauty, this Shakti of God. ы 


And, man, what art thou? 


Thou art a centre of this play, the one amongst the countless, 
the now in the midst of the ever. 
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God is in thee, in the innermost depth of thy being, watching 
and silently enjoying the beauty of this Shakti’s perennial dance 
and ceaseless music—sad or joyful, aggressive or shrinking, 
madly passionate or sublimely calm. 


Thou art nothing, O man, but enchanted Being, and His ever- 
enchanting, ever-beloved Energy. Shiva-Shakti is thy name—even 
as it is the name of all things. 


Now the nature of this Shakti is Rasa. It is juicy, tasteful and 
beauteous, infinitely and for ever. 


This is the basic theory of Indian Culture, the fundamental 
justification of India’s arts and her literature, her aspirations and 
achievements, her life and her actions. 


And, to-day, her Renaissance means her return to this funda- 
mental doctrine of life. 


Rasa, then, is the magic word that has awakened the Mother 
from her slumber of centuries, that has brought light into her 
eyes and gladness into her heart. 


7 What has been shall yet be." Her music will yet be recognised 
as the most marvellous in the world; her literature, her painting and 
sculpture will yet be a revelation of beauty and immortality to the 
wondering nations; her life and acts will yet be ennobling examples 
fora grateful humanity—for India is coming back to a recognition 
of Rasa as the secret of all life. 


All Rasa is one. The trembling coward is wasting the material 
which can be utilized for making himself a hero. 


In this drama of life our parts are chosen by ourselves. Allons! 
Let us be gods and goddesses. 
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10. RASA—THE KEY-WORD OF INDIAN CULTURE 


Rasa primarily means essence. Juice, taste, water, blood, 
elixir, beauty. sentiment—these are a few among the score of 
meanings given to this word by the Sanskrit dictionaries. 


When, forgetful of the self and the world, you are borne in 
ecstasy to the realm of pure Being, you are said to enjoy the Rasa of 
Immortality. ; 


Or, again, when a passionate grief has devoured your heart, 
and you rend the skies by your loud bewailings, cursing the Gods 
and knocking your head against the earth, you are still enjoying a 
Rasa—that of sorrow, of wild self-pitying. It is the lower form of 
the Karuna-Rasa, so the books tell us. Karuna is compassion and 
its higher form is, of course, the pity that you feel for the pain of 
others. s жаны 


All life is Rasa. Our ancient writers reduce.all forms of experi- 
ence. emotional. intellectual, or spiritual into nine Rasas—Love, 
Mirth, Compassion, Heroism, Wrath. Fear, Repugnance,. Wonder, 
and Peace. But they say thatallthese are one, au fond. ;, As 
moonlight is reflected variously by the clear spring and. the. muddy 
pond, by the moon-stone and the pile of bricks, so daes one and the 


same Rasa manifest itself variously under various conditions іп the 
human mind. 


What is Rasa. then? 


It is the form of Shakti, the feminine aspect of the Supreme 
Being. For God is two-fold—Being and Energy, Masculine. and 
Feminine, Absolute and Relative, Purusha and Shakti. 


In the unity of these two aspects, Existence becomes. And in 
the manifestations of Shakti, Existence moves and acts, It is 
eternal, this play, Lila, of Shiva, the Being, and Shakti, His Energy. 
And the wise ones say that she is ever a virgin, ever pure and ever 
of a marvellous and immortal beauty, this Shakti of God. m 


And, man, what art thou? 


Thou art a centre of this play, the one amongst the countless, 
the now in the midst of the ever. 
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God is in thee, in the innermost depth of thy being, watching 
and silently enjoying the beauty of this Shakti's perennial dance 
and ceaseless music—sad or joyful, aggressive ог shrinking, 
madly passionate or sublimely calm. 


Thou art nothing, O man, but enchanted Being, and His ever- 
enchanting, ever-beloved Energy. Shiva-Shakti is thy name—even 
as it is the name of all things. 


Now the nature of this Shakti is Rasa. It is juicy, tasteful and 
beauteous, infinitely and for ever. 


This is the basic theory of Indian Culture, the fundamental 
Justification of India’s arts and her literature, her aspirations and 
achievements, her life and her actions. 


And, to-day, her Renaissance means her return to this funda- 
imental doctrine of life. 


Rasa, then, is the magic word that has awakened the Mother 
from her slumber of centuries, that has brought light into her 
eves and gladness into her heart. 


* What has been shall yet Бе.” Her music will yet be recognised 
as the most marvellous in the world; her literature, her painting and 
sculpture will yet be a revelation of beauty and immortality to the 
wondering nations; her life and acts will yet be ennobling examples 
fora grateful humanity—for India is coming back to a recognition 
of Rasa as the secret of all life. 


All Rasa is опе. The trembling coward is wasting the material 
which сап be utilized for making himself а hero. 


In this drama of life our parts are chosen by ourselves. Allons! 
Let us be gods and goddesses. 


https://arcBihevang detailB/asithwiekshmiacademy 


CCQCIA.PaiftichDo DainaDighigtid day айну Неквіікті фвбвавсагабабатуоігі 


172 BHARATI: PATRIOT, POET, PROPHET 
11. LOVE AND MARRIAGE 
(April 30, 1915--“ COMMONWEAL 7) 


The little birds do not hasten to seek their mates as soon as 
they come out of their eggs. The laws of nature are divine; they 
are the visible manifestations of the Will Divine that ordains this 
universe. And it is a law of Nature that the male and the female 
shall unite only after reaching their adolescence, their pakva 
(ripeness). 


The first and spontaneous love of two souls, that strange and 
mystic soul magnetism which poets have ever glorified as a fore- 
taste of the “ Immortal realms ", is Nature's guarantee that these 
two souls have been made for each other. It is idle to pretend that 
parents or any one else can know more than God. We often condemn 
true love to be the way of sin, by making matrimony precede adoles- 
cence and free choice. The lads and lasses will choose for them- 
selves and not often may that choice tally with the parental “ arran- 
gement ”. 


But * Love is blind ". It reasons not. And yet its instincts 
are sure. And never can it be blinder than that spirit of commerci- 
alism and social fear that prompt the parents to marry their infants 
even as young as two or three years old. 


I have seen, among “ Wealthy and respectable Brahmanas ", 
babies wrenched from their mother's breasts, yelling, in order to be 
made “ wives" to equally helpless male ones—all the Є sacred 
rites ” ordained by the " holy scriptures " being duly observed. 


Men live long, useful, and happy lives where they strive to 
understand Nature's intentions, and follow them scrupulously. 
But they perish like plague-stricken rats where they set up themselves 
or their grand-fathers as wiser than nature. 


My youthful brothers and sisters of the Motherland, my appeal 
is to you : Defer marriage as long as possible, even after reaching 
adolescence. And when you feel sure that you have found out your 
soul’s true companion, love, claim and win—and praise the Gods! 
If any self-constituted guardians of effete forms and conventions 
stand in your way, ask them to mind their own business—away! 


We live because we love; not because we make compromises. 
Love is life. Custom is nothing. 


https://arcBinewang/detüilE/usttlhuleksbwiacademy 


ССО Ріо Deinabighigtid ву Huy Неквіікті бе Seas Ca tbe Gemgotri 


BHARATIS EFFUSIONS IN ENGLISH (SELECTIONS) 173 


12. RIGHTS AND DUTIES—I 
(October 17, 1914) 


In the course of a recent lecture at Madras (Oct., 1914), Mrs. 
Annie Besant is reported to have emphasised the upholding of one's 
duties in preference to one's rights. And the Chairman of the 
the meeting, Justice Sadasiva lyer, naively remarked (in effect):- 
“ After listening to Mrs. Besant’s speech, I have come to see that 
man has no rights at all. He has only duties. God alone has 
rights, etc. " 

Now, І have a right to submit that such teachings contain but 
& partial truth and may do injury to the cause of our national 
progress which, 1 am sure, is as dear to the hearts of Mrs. Besant 
and Justice Іуег as to any one else's. 


My duties are based on my rights. That is 10 say, my duties 
to others are defined by their duties to myself. It is my duty to 
respect my father, because I am his son and he has permitted me the 
right to the life and the culture that he has bequeathed to me. 


In my view they are of equal sacredness: my rights and my 
duties. My duties I must fulfil. My rights | must vindicate. 
Life is possible only on such a basis. 


Meanwhile, it is the right and duty of the wise ones to purify 
the strong by teaching them their duties and to strengthen the weak 
by teaching them their rights. 
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13. RIGHTS AND DUTIES—II 
12-11-1914 


То 
Тне EDITOR. 


NEW INDIA. 


In Mr. Krishnadasa’s letter оп З Rights and Duties” there is 
a slight confusion between “ fruits of action” and “ rights " 
between Karmaphala and Adhikara. 


He has quoted the well-known lines of the Gita, reminding 
us that our business is with the action only and not with its fruits. 
And he makes the Shloka mean that we have no right to anything, 
not even * to the position that we occupy by the grace of God 7. 
I have only to submit that 7 fruits of action” are different from 
"rights" and that the Gita has nothing to say against the latter. 
These rights are free gifts of the Gods and they come to each man 
as his supreme heritage. Our duties are merely our humble recog- 
nition of those gifts. For, says the Gita, a thief, verily, is he, who 
enjoyeth what is given by them (the Gods) without returning them 
aught. Take, for instance, the right of self-defence. Would the Gita 
condemn a man who defended himself against an unworthy outrage? 
Would the Gita say that such a man was injuring himself for the 
sake of a‘ joy’ on a “ Dead Sea Fruit" ? As Mrs. Besant has 
wisely remarked, it is only the ideal Sanyasin that may be said to 
have no right because when individuality is voluntarily abrogated, 
individual rights will naturally cease and duties also. 


It is difficult to follow Mr. Krishnadasa in his observations 
about the babes for whom his doctrine of “ no rights " may be too 
strong meat, about rights being “ Dead Sea Fruits " and so on. But 
his language is certainly misleading where he says that (һе Vedas 
dangle before us our “ so-called rights ", as a mother might dangle 
toys before her babes to make them walk. What he means. per- 
haps, is that the vedas promise the fruits of sacrifice to the maker of 
sacrifices. But “ fruits of sacrifices " are different from “ rights 7. 
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Mr. Krishnadasa’s quotation of Gita XVI, 18 is, if I may be 
permitted to say so, a little out of place. For the legitimate rights 
of man have nothing to do with egoism (Ahankara) power-insolence, 
lust and wrath which the Gita condemns in that Shloka. Nor can 
rights be taken as the sole monopoly of the weak. The strong, too 
have rights, as the weak have duties, only the rights of the strong 
are not generally disputed by anybody. Mr. Krishnadasa is а 
faithful lover of the Lord and he should not * unsettle the minds ' 
of those who justly value their rights and. know that their rights 
are not toys, nor shall be. 
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Dr. S. Ramakrishnan, born in 1921, played а leading part іп ihe revolutio- 
nary student movement at Annamalai University in the late thirties and later 
at Benares Hindu University. A Marxist scholar, an orator in Tamil and English 
andan outstanding writer, he was one ої the builders of the Communist move- 
ment in Tamilnadu in the forties and early fifties. Не was detained thrice with- 
out trial, once by the British Government during the war years and twice by the 
Congress Government in 1947 and 1951. When brutal repression was unleashed 
against the Com.nunist movement in 1948 һе escaped arrest and worked tire- 
lessly for 21 months in the underground leadership of the militant mass movement. 


Dr. Ramakrishnan is well-kaown for his exceptional proficiency not only іп, 


English literature, which he has been tesz ing since*1954, but also in Tamil liter- 
ature, His publications in Tamil includ: ~ numbér of significant critical studies 
in Tamil literature, and Indian culture. His Tamil translations include those of 
Rajni Palme Оши India Today and Osivovskis How the Steel was Tempered. 
The Epic Muse, a comparative study of The Ramayana and Paradise Lost by 
Dr. S. Ramakrishnan has been hailed as an outstanding contribution to Compara- 
tive Literature. His book Democracy: Western Myth and Soviet Reality is to 
be published shortly. 


Dr. Ramakrishnan was honoured with the Soviet Land Nehru Award in 1981 
for the totality of his literary and journalistic works in English and Tamil and in 
recognition of his memorable services rendered to the cause of peace and Indo-Soviet 
friendship. : 


Dr. Ramakrishnan is President of the Tamilnadu State Council of the All India 
Peace and Solidarity Organization. He is also Honorary Secretary of the newly 
started Institute of Asian Studies at Madras as well of Gandhi Memorial Museum at 
Madurai. 
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CCACHA. Ріо детаріо іва Єву уакіуйніневкінй dteS east cba Gemgotri 


Dr. S. Ramakrishnan, born іп 1921, played а leading part in the revolutio- 
nary student movement at Annamalai University in the late thirties and later 
at Benares Hindu University. A Marxist scholar, an orator in Tamil and English 
and an outstanding writer, he was one of the builders of the Communist move- 
ment in Tamilnadu in the forties and early fifties. Не was detained thrice with- 
out trial, once by the British Government during the war years and twice by the 
Congress Government in 1947 and 1951. When brutal repression was unleashed 
against the Communist movement іп 1948 he escaped arrest and worked tire- 
lessly for 21 months in the underground leadership of the militant mass movement. 


Dr. Ramakrishnan is well-known for his exceptional proficiency not only in 
English literature, which he has been (сас ing since*1954, but also in Tamil liter- 
ature. His publications in Tamil includ: ^ numbér of significant critical studies 
in Tamil literature, and Indian culture. His Tamil translations include those of 
Rajni Palme Dutt’s India Today and Osivovski’s How the Steel was Tempered. 
The Epic Muse, a comparative study of The Ramayana and Paradise Lost by 
Dr. S. Ramakrishnan has been hailed as an outstanding contribution to Compara- 
tive Literature. His book Democracy: Western Myth and Soviet Reality is to 
be published shortly. 


Dr. Ramakrishnan was honoured with the Soviet Land Nehru Award in 1981 
for the totality of his literary and journalistic works in English and Tamil and in 


recognition of his memorable services rendered to the cause of peace and Indo-Soviet 
friendship. 


Dr. Ramakrishnan is President of the Tamilnadu State Council of the All India 
Peace and Solidarity Organization. He is also Honorary Secretary of the newly 
started Institute of Asian Studies at Madras as well of Gandhi Memorial Museum at 
Madurai. 
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